Ciltlrate the gentle ao being ca wana 


Because being a woman —is everything. 


CATHY 


For The Heterosexual Crossdresser 


PUBLICATION 
POLICY 


TRANSVESTIA is composed primarily of material 
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the more interesting the magazine will be for 
all. It is published for the enjoyment of all hetero- 
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following basis: 


1. All contributions resulting in five or more 
printed pages will be entitled to one free copy 
of the magazine whether that issue or any other, 
Such free copies will becoming payable upon 
publishing of the material, not upon submission. 
There is no way to determine in advance which 
issue a particular piece will appear in, so please 
do not ask for a free copy of the issue in which 
your contribution will appear. After it has ap- 
peared you will be sent a credit slip for any issue. 


2. The Editor must reserve the right to cut or edit 
submitted material for suitability and the free 
issue payment will be based on the final printed 
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as your contribution to the interest and enjoyment 
of all readers of Transvestia. 


‘3. Submitted material will not be returned unless 
requested and stamped envelope provided. 


4. Off-color material will not be printed and thus 
should not be submitted. The Editor reserves the 
right to be the sole judge of suitability and to 
edit, alter, delete or refuse material when it is con-' 
sidered in the best interest of the Transvestia 
to do so. 
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TRANSVESTIA is dedicated to the needs of 
those heterosexual persons who have become 
aware of their ‘‘second self’? and seek to express 
it. The magazine provides : 


Education — Entertainment — Expression 
to help its readers achieve — 
Understanding — Self Acceptance — Peace Of Mind 


in place of lonliness, fear and self condemnation 
they have known for too long. 


TRANSVESTIA does not condemn nor judge the 
fields of homosexuality, bondage, domination 
or fetishism. These are left to others to develop. 
They are not part of the areas of interest of this 
Magazine. 


TRANSVESTIA seeks to gather information and 
to disseminate it to interested persons in the 
medical, legal counseling and scientific profes- 
sions to further their knowledge about this little 
understood field. 
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Hi! It’s been a long time —! 
I seem to have been so involved 
with activities related to The So- 
ciety For The Second Self that 
many other important things 
have been neglected. But I final- 
ly have been able to get help 
with the activities of the above 
sorority (Tri-Ess, for short), and 
I now have time to get this mag- 
azine out. I will be more prompt 
for the next issue. 

You will notice that although 
we have a pretty picture of a sis- 
ter on the front cover, we actual- 
ly have no cover girl story. That 
is because no one has sent me 
anything in the way of a life 
story (crossdressing) plus pic- 
tures, so I just went to my tiles 
and dug out a pretty picture — 
which happens to be Cathy from 
illinois. So, for you girls out 
there who would like to appear 
on the front cover of Transvestia 
as well as having your crossdress- 
ing story printed inside the maga- 
zine, please start writing your 
story NOW! And please send pic- 
tures that are clear and bright so 
that they will reproduce well. 
Black and white pictures are the 
best. Try to make your story in- 
teresting and when submitting 
pictures, include about 7 or 8. 

I have new books in stock 
which are not listed in the gen- 
eral catalog, namely, SUNDAY 
BEST and WHAT A DRAG! The 
author of the first book is Eng- 
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lish and it is PROFESSION- 
ALLY written. It’s a murder 
story and sold well in a hardback 
edition. This soft-bound edition 
sells for $3.95. The second title 
that we have (What A Drag) has 
well over two hundred and fifty 
pictures of movie people who ap- 
pear in clothes of the opposite 
sex. The pictures themselves are 
rofessional quality and the 
ok has close to 270 pages. It 
sells for $10.95. 

On top of that, we are publish- 
ing a number of new titles in the 
next 45 days - books that you 
will enjoy. There are also some 
of the old Nan Gilbert books we 
are republishing. Some of these 
titles have terrific crossdressin 
pictures. If you are interested, 
why not write to me and ask to 
be notified of the titles when 
they come off the press. I should 
qualify the above reference to 
“new titles” by saying that a 
number of old stories appearing 
in early issues of Transvestia 
were well done and various peo- 
ple have suggested that we re- 
print them in a volume consist- 
ing of two or three titles. And 
that is what we are doing. A new 
book to be published in the next 
90 days is a book written by a 
wife and directed to wives. It is 
written by a professional person 
who has the insight of the wo- 
men’s viewpoint. Those who 
have read the story in manu- 
script form say that it is excel- 
lent. I know that wives and girl- 
friends will benefit by reading it. 
We also plan to publish more 
stories by one of your favorite 
authors of crossdressing stories — 
DEE RAYMOND — I know that 
you will be happy to hear that. 

So, you can look forward to 
more interesting reading from 
Chevalier Publications this com- 
ing year. And with the help that 
I now have with Tri-Ess Sorority, 
Transvestia will come out a lot 
more often. 


aA 
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On another line, members of 
the Society ForThe Second Self 
(Tri-Ess), recently completed a 
very successful Holiday En 
Femme in the city of San Fran- 
cisco. Four nights and three and 
a half days were spent “dressed” 
and I do believe that if it were 
possible for those who went, to 
have stayed for a bit longer, that 
all of them would still be there. 
We put our male clothing in the 
closet and became girls until Sun- 
day morning. Tri-Ess _ sisters 
looked their best and although 
we were “read” many times, 
NO ONE gave us any problem. 
We even ate at first class restau- 
rants, went to a terrific stage 
show, went shopping, took tours, 
had seminars and demonstrations 
and generally were busy little 
girls. As the time went on, I do 
believe that our sisters felt more 
and more comfortable and relax- 
ed in the feminine gender. We 
were so happy that a number of 
us decided that we would have a 
regional gathering in about six 
months, perhaps in Vancouver, 
British Columbia. Then, for next 
October we will probably be in 
New Orleans. 


These Holidays En Femme are 
for members of Tri-Ess and we 
welcome prospective members, 
heterosexual crossdressers, to 
join with us in our educational 
and social programs. If you are 
interested, drop me a note c/o 
Chevalier Publications, and ask 
for a brochure. Please include a 
20 cent stamp. 


Lyndon Watson dragged himself 
wearilly and dejectedly from the 
playing field and into the locker 
room, Only minutes ago he had 
been told by the school’s head 
coach that he was too small to 
play football in any grade. It 
was the last straw. Already in 
the past few months he had been 
dropped from the basketball 
team because of his lack of 
height and from the tennis team 
because there was no power in 
his serve. And yet as all the 
coaches had said, it was a pity 
because he had a natural turn 
of speed and good ball co-ordina- 
tion. He was, quite simply, too 
small to play with the big boys. 
Where the basketballers averaged 
5°10” ,he was a little under 5’5”. 
Where the football team averaged 
around 150 Ibs. he tipped the 
scales at 112. He was slim, lithe, 
athletic and keen as mustard but 
he could not get a game on any 
team. And it was his first year 
in high school. At 14 he felt 
washed out and forgotten. 


He showered, dried himself off, 
put back on his sweatshirt, shorts 
and joggers and set off for home, 
dismal and depressed. Outside 
the locker room he watched his 
friends passing and kicking for a 
while but that only made him 
feel worse. He crossed the gravel 
path which led to the rear en- 
trance to the school grounds, his 
short cut to home which was 
only a few minutes walk away. 
On route he had to pass by the 
girls basketball courts and again 
he stopped for a while to watch 
them work out. One group 
which included his friend and 
next door neighber, Dianne, has 
split into teams and were playing 
a friendly game together. Only it 
wasn’t all that friendly. They 
were fiercely competitive these 
girls, each vying for a spot on the 
girls tree school teams. One 
team, Dianne’s was a girl short he 
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noticed and this was placing 
them at a disadvantage. He 
was aware of the subtle rule 
differences between girl’s and 
men’s basketball and was impres- 
sed by the athleticism of these 
trim 14 and 15 year old girls. 
The umpire blew up a quarter 
and the girl’s left the court for a 
break. As they did Dianne 
looked his way and noticed him 
and came jogging over. 


‘Hey, what’s up?’ 


He told her the story of his 
rejection from the football 
squad. Dianne already knew that 
he had been kicked off so many 
other teams and that he was 
very down as a result. She 
sympathised with him for a mo- 
ment and then suddenly had a 
brilliant idea. 


‘Hey’, she said brightly, “You on 
your way home?’ 


‘Sure. What else?’ 


‘Listen we’re a girl short in our 
training game. How about 
filling in for us?’ 


‘Oh Holy Smoke, Dianne, in a 
girl’s game?’ 


‘Oh don’t be ridiculous,’ she said 
huffilly. ‘We play just as hard as 
the boys. Wait, I'll have to see if 
its OK with the others.’ 
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She ran off before Lyndon had a 
chance to protest further and a 
minute later after a quick huddle 
with the other girls she was 
waving frantically to him to join 
them. Resignedly, he hopped 
the fence and trotted across just 
as the umpire whistled the girls 
back onto the court. 


‘Quickly,’ Dianne said hustling 
him onto the court alongside her, 
‘you're playing goal attack. 
Everyone agreed.’ 


In just a few seconds Lyndon 
was involved in the game taking 
a deft pass from his wing attack 
and making his move towards 
the basket. Some twenty min- 
utes and six goals later the um- 
pire called up full time and 
Lyndon, dripping with sweat left 
the court with the other girls. 
He had enjoyed the physical 
exertion enormously and found 
that even his natural ball skills 
were matched by most of the 
girls and he had really had to 
work hard to produce his best. 


‘Wow,’ Dianne enthused, ‘you 
were great. God, it’s a pity your 
not taller. You’d make the boys 
team, easy’. 


‘Oh yes,’ the girl called Marsha 
agreed‘ I just wish we could have 


you on our team.’ 


Carol Perkins,the captain of the 


‘A’ jogged over. ‘Hey you’re 
Lyndon Watson aren’t you.Great 
game. Thanks for making up the 
numbers. I wish we could have 
you around all the time.’ 


The group broke up with the 
girls heading off to their showers 
and Lyndon, still wet with per- 
spiration, jogging much more 
happily the rest of the way home. 


At home his mother was angry 
for his not having had a shower 
before heading home but he ex- 
plained what had happened and 
she also sympathized with him 
for missing the football team 
whereas in reality she was de- 
lighted because he was her only 
child and she dearly wished to 
protect him from the physical 
violence of football. She was 
intrigued and interested in his 
story of the game with the girls 
and secretly wished that was 
the game he played all the time. 
In fact she had to admit to her- 
self that she wouldn’t have 
minded at all if he had been a 
girl Her husband, Lyndon’s 
father had left them for another 
woman when Lyndon was only 
two years old and she had had 
little time for men ever since. 


After dinner the phone rang. It 
was Dianne. She wanted some 
help with her assignment and 
asked if Lyndon could come 
over for a while. He had al- 
ready finished his so he was 
quite agreeable to do so. She 
met him at the door and led him 
off to her bedroom where her 
desk was set up. Lyndon en- 
joyed Dianne’s bedroom. It was 
spacious and prettilly decorated 
in a soft feminine manner. For 
some reason he could not quite 
understand he always felt quite 
at home there. They attacked 
the assignment with enthusiasm 
and an hour later Dianne had 
acquired enough information to 


be able to carry on alone. 
Lyndon got up to go. 


‘Listen, before you go there’s 
somthing I want to talk to you 
about.’ 


‘Sure, what is it?’ 
Lyndon sat down again. 


‘It seems as though you’re not 
going to be playing any sport at 
school, huh?’ 


‘Seems that way.’ 


‘ How about playing basketball 
with us?’ 


Lyndon sat staring at her, mouth 
agape. ‘You’re mad. How 
could I possibly do that, for 
heaven’s sake.’ 


‘Well it’s not so hard as you 
think. We're allowed two 
players from outside the school 
and at the moment we only have 
one. So you don’t have to be 
a ring in. We could just say that 
you attend another school.’ 


‘But that’s not the point. Christ, 
the point is that I’m not a girl.’ 


‘Oh that’s easily fixed. That’s 
all part of the disguise. As a 
girl, no one would recognise you 
as Lyndon Watson. Look at 
you. You're a perfect size and 
you're very good looking. You'd 
make a great girl.’ 


" But for God’s sake, Dianne, I 
don’t want to be a girl. I’m 
perfectly happy being a boy.’ 


‘You want to play sports don’t 
you?’ 


‘Yeabut.c:’ 
‘Yes but nothing. It’s the only 


way you'll get to play anything 
A6r 


unless you want to be a jockey 
and race horses.’ 


‘Nothing doing.’ Lyndon was 
adamant. 


‘ Look, just listen to me for a 
minute and [’ll tell you how it 
can work. Foolproof. Now 
because you come from another 
school you don’t have to use 
our lockers. So on practice 
days you come straight home 
after school and put on your 
gear and come back across to 
school and train with us. When 
we finish you just trot off home 
again. On weekends when we 
play competition, you can come 
with me and go home with me. 
No one would ever know.’ 


‘But I’m a boy, Dianne. You can 
tell just by looking at me. I’d 
never get away with it.’ 


‘Oh yes you would, believe me. 
Look do something for me. 
Take off your sweatshirt.’ 


Knowing he was mad for doing 
so Lyndon removed his shirt 
while Dianne rummaged around 
in one of her drawers. She took 
out a white bra. 


‘Here put your arms through 
here.’ 


Almost involuntarily Lyndon 
stuck out his arms and Dianne 
threaded the bra straps over 
them and went behind his back 
and fastened the catch. 


‘This is madness,’ he was saying, 
even while she was doing it, ‘just 
madness.’ 


‘Just put your shirt back on,’ 
Dianne demanded, and went 
back to the drawer and pulled 
out a blond wig. 


Lyndon pulled his shirt over his 
head and saw Dianne approach- 
ing with the wig and recoiled in 
horror. 


‘You’re not putting that thing 
on me,’ he cried. 


‘Oh for pity’s sake Lyndon, stop 
being such a baby. It’s just to 
prove a point.’ 


She pulled the wig onto his 
head and adjusted it into 
position. 


‘Now you’d have to tie it up for 
basketball,’ she said and took out 
a comb and parted the thick 
shoulder length hair down the 
middle at the back and tied the 
two pigtail with a pair of pink 
ribbons. Then she pushed the 
protesting Lyndon down into a 
chair and tweaked a brush of 
mascara on his eyelashes and 
smeared a tube of lipstick over 
his lips. 


‘There you are,’ she announced 
proudly, "Lynda Watson of the 
Cranebrook Junior High basket- 
ball team.’ She dragged Lyndon 
out of the chair and presented 
him in front of her full length 
mirror. Already flushed and 
embarrassed Lyndon was 
suddenly confronted with his 
own reflection. Reluctantly he 
had to admit to himself that 
he could pass as a girl, even in 
shorts and joggers. 


‘What do you think? Truthfully 
now.’ asked Dianne. 


‘Oh hell, 1 suppose I look a bit 
like a girl.’ 


Dianne laughed. ‘A bit. Why 
Lyndon, how modest you are, 
You actually look quite pretty. 
Now you see how we can get a- 
way with it. You just come 
home from school and put on 


a bra and the wig and a little 
make-up and suddenly you're 
a girl.’ 


‘But what will my mother say,’ 
Lyndon still protested? 


‘ Your mother,’ Dianne laughed 
again, ‘she'll love it. I know 
she didn’t want you playing foot- 
ball and yet I think she’d be 
happy for you to be playing 
some sort of sport. Besides I 
just know she’d love to have 
an occasional daughter.’ 


‘How do you mean,’ Lyndon 
asked, surprised? 


‘Oh she’s told me. She’s often 
said she wishes she’d had a girl 
too before your dad ran off.’ 


‘She’s never said that to me.’ 


‘Well don’t you worry about it. 
I'll just bet she’d be thrilled to 
have a girl basketballer in the 
family. And my mother won’t 
mind either. I already asked her 
what she thought about it over 
supper. That’s her wig you’re 
wearing.’ 


Lyndon put his hands to the 
hair. ‘Really? I wondered where 
you got it from.’ 


‘So what do you say? Will we 
give it a try?’ 


Lyndon turned back to the 
mirror. He really did look quite 
like a girl and he really did 
want to play basketball. 


‘Look I'll try it out at a couple 
of practices to see if I can 
get away with it. Remember, 
first 1 have to make the team.’ 


‘Oh great. You'll make it alright. 

Now the first practice is Thurs- 

day, that’s two days away and 
ie 


the first competition game is on 
Saturday week. Take the bra 
and wig home with you. You'll 
need them to change into when 
you are getting ready for 
practice. I'll tell the girls that 
you're joining us so_ they'll 
expect you. Is Linda OK 
for a name?’ 


‘Sure I guess so but we better 
not use Watson. Make it Wilson, 
Lynda Wilson.’ 


Lyndon felt quite strange saying 
a name which was about to be- 
come his for the sake of the 
sport. He went to take off the 
wig and make-up to go home. 


‘No don’t take it off. Your 
mother wants to see you in it 
anyway. She expected you to 
agree.’ 


“You already told her?’ 


‘I asked her if she would mind. 
As I told you she was all for it. 
Go on Lynda,’ Dianne teased, 
‘go home and see if your Mom 
likes her new sporting daughter.’ 


Still a little shy and embarrassed, 
Lyndon pushed the door open 
and tentatively entered the 
kitchen. His mother was waiting 
and smiled broadly when she 
saw him. 


‘Ah, so you did agree to it. 
And my don’t you look pretty,’ 


‘You don’t mind then,’ Lyndon 
asked? 


‘Of course not. I think it’s 
wonderful that you'll be able 
to play a sport now. Now I 
believe that you first practice 
is Thursday night. I'll arrange 
to buy you a practice tunic 
tomorrow and you can try it 
on tomorrow night. It was 
nice of Mrs. Smith to lend you 


the wig but I think we ought to 
get you one of those of your 
own too.’ 


Lyndon was dismayed. ‘You 
mean I'll have to wear a tunic 
with a...a skirt?’ 


‘Of course, darling, girls don’t 
play basketball in shorts.’ 


‘I didn’t think of that,’ the 
effeminized boy groaned,’ I’m 
not sure this is such a good 
idea, What if someone were to 
find out.’ 


‘Don’t be so silly dear. How 
could they. It’s a secret between 
you and Dianne and Mrs. Smith 
and myself. We’re not going to 
tell anyone.’ 


‘No I guess not,’ Lyndon was 
still downcast however. 


‘Now you take yourself off to 
bed. Leave the wig out so’s I 
can take it back to Mrs. Smith 
tomorrow.’ 


Lyndon went off to his bedroom 
and took off the sweatshirt and 
the bra and put the bra away in 
one of his drawers and took off 
the wig and put it on the dresser. 
He forgot about the make-up and 
climbed into bed and soon was 
asleep. 


Next evening as soon as he ar- 
rived home his mother took 
him off to the bedroom to 
show him what she had bought. 
There was a new wig in a 
younger looking style more 
suited to a girl his age and laid 
out on the bed two white padded 
bras, two pairs of white lycra 
sports panties, a navy practice 
tunic and another in the colors 
of the Cranebrook Junior High. 
On the dresser he saw what he 
recognised to be some boxes 
and tubes of women’s cosmetics. 


He blanched at the thought of 
having to wear all this stuff but 
he also knew he had committed 
himself and there was no way 
out. 


‘Darling there are just two things 
we’ll have to do I’m afraid to 
make you more realistic. Your 
legs are just a touch to hairy for 
a girl so we'll have to shave them 
but no-one will notice that 
because you'll cover them most 
of the time with your long pants. 
The other is that we should just 
pluck a few eyebrow hairs, not 
to change the shape in any way, 
just to emphasise their shape 
like a girl would do.’ 


Lyndon groaned and shrugged 
and went off to the bathroom 
where under the shower he 
lathered and shaved all the hair 
off his legs. Afterwards his 
mother plucked his eyebrows for 
him and then helped him into 
the bra and panties, the tunic 
with its little short skirt and a 
pair of girls joggers which are 
made a little differently from 
boy’s. Then she put on his wig 
and tied the pigtails like they 


would have to be tied when he 
played and finally she made up 


his face with foundation, a touch 
of mascara, blusher and a pink 
lipstick, 


‘There you are my sweet, pretty 
as a picture,’ Mrs. Watson an- 
nounced proudly when she had 
finished and Lyndon went to the 
mirror to see. She was right. 
There he was, pretty as a picture. 
He felt quite strange about the 
girl in the mirror, pleased that 
she was pretty enough for 
him to be able to get away with 
the charade but pleased for 
another reason too, which he 
couldn’t quite put his finger on. 


He turned to his mother. ‘ I 

don’t know whether you should 

have bought the school tunic 
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yet since I havn’t been chosen 
in the team, but since you have 
may I try it on?’ 


‘Of course you can, darling.’ 


He replaced the practice tunic 
with the cream and green com- 
petition tunic and as soon as he 
had it on he became quite de- 
ternimed that he would wear 
it and play for his school. No- 
thing was going to stop him this 
time. 


‘Why don’t you go and show 
Dianne. I’m sure she’d love to 
see how you look since it was 
all her idea,’ his mother said 
from behind him. 


A few moments later he knocked 
at the back door of the Smith 
household and Dianne’s mother 
opened the door. 


‘Hello,’ she smiled,’ you must be 
one of Dianne’s _ basketball 
friends. Do I know you?’ 


‘I’m Lyndon, Mrs. Smith or at 
least I suppose I’m Lynda right 
at the moment.’ 


‘Oh my gosh so you are. And 
how pretty you look. Dianne’s 
up finishing her assignment. 
Why don’t you go up and sur- 
prise her.’ 


At the top of the stairs he 
knocked on Dianne’s door, and 
in just a moment the door 
opened and there stood Dianne, 
clad only in a_ completely 
diaphanous baby doll nightie. 
This was another in a sequence 
of embarrassing events for 
Lyndon and for a moment he 
didn’t quite know where to look. 
But Dianne was utterly un- 
phased by his presense. 


‘Hi,’ she said gaily,’ hey, don’t 
you look _ terrific. New 


wig, more makeup and the tunic 
looks wonderful.’ 


She opened the door and stepped 
back and Lyndon rather shyly 
entered the room. He couldn’t 
help but be aware of her lithe 
and pretty female body faintly 
outlined beneath the sheer 
material of her nightie. 


‘Mom said you'd probably like to 
see how I looked. I guess I can 
pass, huh?’ 


‘No doubt about it at all. Boy 
I’m really looking forward to to- 
morrow evening now. It'll be 
fun to have you on the team and 
even more fun to fool every- 


’ 


one. 


They stood talking for a few 
minutes and then finally Lyndon 
took his leave. Strolling back 
across the lawn to his own home 
he wondered if Dianne would 
have been so uninhibited about 
letting him see her so 
uncovered if he had been in his 
normal male clothes. 


By Thursday evening Lyndon 
was quite looking forward to 
basketball practice. He sprinted 
home after school and went 
straight off to his room and shed 
his male clothes and climbed into 
the bra, briefs, practice tunic and 
joggers. His mother came in to 
help him with the wig and make- 
up. When he was finally ready 
he gave her a quick peck on the 
cheek and dashed out the front 
door and down the street to the 
rear entrance of the school. He 
was a hundred yards or so down 
the road before he suddenly real- 
ised that he was now out in a 
public place dressed in girls 
sports gear and looking entirely 
feminine. For a moment he was 
quite self conscious and he 
looked around guiltily to see if 
anyone was watching him. There 


were three or four people on the 
street but none were taking any 
notice of him and once again 
he firmed in his resolve and 
continued through the gates to 
the courts where he could see 
Dianne and the other girls 
waiting for him. 


‘Hi,’ she waved excitedly as he 
approached and she jogged to- 
wards him. ‘Come and meet the 
other girls.’ 


She introduced him in turn to 
Peggy, Sue, Wendy, Charmaine, 
Marsha, and Carol who had 
spoken to him the other day 
when he was a boy, and four 
or five other girls whose names 
he lost in the excitement. 


‘What position do you normally 
play,’ Carol asked? 


‘Oh I’m easy,’ Lyndon said, ‘but 
if I have a choice, I guess I’d 
punt for an attacking position.’ 


‘OK you got it. Your in the for- 
ward line for the first practice. 
Let’s see what you can do.’ 


The girls broke into their pre- 
selected groups for a..practice 
game and Lyndon enthusiasti- 
cally went to work to stake his 
claim for a position on the 
school team. An hour and thir- 
teen baskets later there was no 
doubt about his having made it. 
He played superbly in attack and 
defense and when the umpire 
called time for the afternoon 
the girls gathered around him 
excitedly to congratulate him on 
his performance. In just a matter 
of sixty minutes on the court 
Lyndon had become a sporting 
hero, or as Dianne reminded 
him as they walked home to- 
gether, a sporting heroine. 


The practices of the following 
Tuesday and Thursday produced 
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much the same result and on 
Friday when the A team was 
announced, Lyndon snuck a- 
round to the girl’s notice board 
and was overjoyed to see his 
name, or rather the name of 
Lynda Wilson posted. But 
there was some disappointment 
in not being able to rush back 
and tell his friends. Of course, 
Lynda was not yet supposed to 
know that she had been selected 
to play. Dianne had volunteered 
to tell her that night. 


On the Saturday Cranebrook 
played Hillsdale and won 89-57 
of which Lynda Wilson’s per- 
sonal tally was 26 baskets. ‘She’ 
was confirmed as a permanent 
member of the team. And so 
Lyndon Watson entered into his 
dual life. Every Tuesday and 
Thursday he would rush home 
from school and become Lynda 
Wilson. Every Saturday he 
would climb from his bed, 
breakfast, shower and change into 
his girl’s basketball gear and 
head off with Dianne for various 
courts around the district. His 
mother bought him a Crane- 
brook girl’s tracksuit for wearing 
over his tunic on cold days. 
There were a couple of embar- 
rassing moments during the sea- 
son when the girls asked him to 
go to a party with them or some 
other social engagement but he 
always managed to find a reason- 
able excuse. They thought it 
was a little strange that Lynda 
would never join in their social 
activities but ‘she’ was such a 
good basketball player that no 
one complained too much. 


For Lyndon, the end of the sea- 
son came all too soon. Crane- 
brook won the inter-club com- 
petition that year and everyone 
agreed that Lynda had played a 
major part in their success. On 
the Monday after their last 
game Lyndon was sitting at 


home in the evening watching 
television when there was a 
knock on the door. He opened 
the door to admit a highly ex- 
cited Dianne. 


‘Guess what,’ she cried, bursting 
in on the quiet domestic scene, 
‘you’ve won the player of the 
year award.’ 


Lyndon was delighted and _ his 
mother and Dianne both hugged 
him with pride and affection. 
Then Dianne suddenly quietened 
down. 


‘Now there’s just one thing, 
and Mrs. Watson I'll have to 
ask for your support in this. 
Lyndon next Saturday night we 
have our end of season awards 
and party night. You'll just 
have to be there to accept 
your award. It would be un- 
heard of for you not to go.’ 


‘But how can I possibly,’ 
said in dismay, ‘it would give 
the game away completely. I'd 
be disqualified and the team 
would lose and everything.’ 


‘I think I know a way we can 
overcome that problem, dear,’ 
Mrs. Watson said. 


‘Yes so do I,’ Dianne agreed, 
‘it’s not really you who has 
to go Lyndon. It’s Lynda.’ 


‘You mean......... ?’ 


‘I mean that Lynda Wilson, 
a girl basketball player has to 
accept her own award.’ 
‘But I can’t go to a party in 
my basketball outfit,’ Lyndon 
protested. 


‘No dear, you can’t,’ agreed 
his mother,’ and so we will have 
to get you something a little 
smarter than that.’ 


‘Thank you Mrs. Watson“’ Dianne 
said, ‘I knew I could count 
on you for support.’ 


‘You mm meana .... dress,’ 
Lyndon was aghast? 


‘Exactly,’ Dianne said emphat- 
ically, ‘you'll just have to be- 
come Lynda for one more night.’ 


‘But I can’t. I just can’t. I'd 
look a fool.’ 


‘Oh God,’ Lyndon wailed, ‘I 
didn’t realise I was getting my- 
self into this mess.’ 


Dianne put her arm around his 
shoulder. ‘You'll be OK. It’s 
a great night. You'll enjoy 
yourself. Just be Lynda the 
basketball player.’ 


‘I suppose I’ve got no choice.’ 


‘None whatever, my _ sweet,’ 
Mrs. Watson said with a smile 
which looked somehow trium- 
phant. 


During the week Lyndon’s mo- 
ther went shopping, enjoying 
every minute of it. Lyndon 
knew what she was up to but 
it was not until Friday night 
when she had it all together 
that she insisted the time had 
come for a dress _ rehearsal. 
She dragged a protesting Lyndon 
off to the bedroom where 
he positively quaked at what 
was laid out on the bed for 
hom. His mother had spared 
no expense. Lynda was not only 
going to be the best basket- 
baller ‘she’ was also going to be 
the best dressed girl at the 
awards. On the bed was a white 
satin torsolette, a pair of sheer 
white organdie French: knickers, 
a satin slip lavishly trimmed 
with lace and a tiered, organdie 
full petticoat. As well a pair 
of super sheer skin toned nylon 
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stockings and a pair of high 
heeled pastel green satin covered 
courts. On a hanger on the 
wardrobe door was a sensational 
party dress, also in pastel green, 
with a fitted satin bodice 
with short sleeves, a nipped 
waist and a flared satin skirt 
with a layer of fine net over it. 


‘Come on now, off with those 
clothes and put these on and 
Ill be back in a minute,’ Mrs. 
Watson demanded, handing 
Lyndon a pair of tiny white 
bikini pants. 


Shivering slightly with apprehen- 
sion, Lyndon stripped off and 
pulled on the tight bikini briefs. 
His mother returned a few mo- 
ments later and took up the 
torsolette and wrapped it around 
his body and began to fix the 
hook and eye clips. It was 
tight but not unbearable, but 
he could feel that it was modi- 
fying his shape, pulling in his 
already slim waist and rounding 
his hips. Looking down he 
could also see that what flesh 
there was around his pectoral 
muscles was being pushed up 
and out giving the illusion 
of the gentle swell of a pair 
of natural breasts. He found 
himself mildly intrigued and 
less panicky now that it was 
actually happening. Torsolette 
in place Mrs. Watson rolled 
the stockings and showed him 
how to ease them up his legs 
and attach them to the garter 
tabs on the torsolette. 


‘You'll have to shave your legs 
tomorrow _ night. The hairs 
growing again and you'll have 
to look your best.’ 


‘OK,’ Lyndon said _ resignedly, 
figuring now that he might as 
well cooperate and do it proper- 
ly as go on rebelling. 


He stepped into the beautiful 


panties which were so light he 
hardly could feel them at all 
around his bottom and thighs. 
Then he shrugged into the satin 
slip and felt its softness brush- 
ing his nylon clad legs and 
thought that it was really quite 
a pleasant feeling. He climbed 
into the bouffant petticoat and 
snapped the elastic around his 
trim little wasit. 


‘Now dear, make-up, so we don’t 
spoil the dress while you’re 
sitting down.’ 


Obediently he followed his mo- 
ther into her room and sat down 
in her lay back chair in front 
of the dresser mirror. He could 
not see his reflection from that 
position and he began to wonder 
how he would look when it 
was all over. His mother began 
by plucking away at his eye- 
brows again, and he was con- 
cerned that she might go too 
far but he said nothing. He 
felt totally pampered as she 
massaged the creamy foundation 
into his skin and played around 
with little brushes and tubes 
on his eyes, cheeks and lips. 
She swung the swivel chair 
away from the mirror and tilted 
it into an upright position 
and placed his wig on his head 
and let go the ribbons holding 
the basketball pigtails and com- 
bed and brushed away at it 
until she was satisfied with 
its appearance and then lightly 
sprayed it with hair lacquer. 


‘Can I look,’ Lyndon asked, 
desperate now to see what 
he looked like? 


‘Not yet, sweetheart, wait until 
I finish and we put the dress 
on. It'll be more of a surprise’. 


‘T’ll bet,’ Lyndon thought. 


Mrs. Watson clipped a_ pair 
of earrings to his ears and fast- 
ened a string of fine pearls 
around his neck and_ slipped 


a couple of rings onto his fingers. 


‘God, she’s being thorough,’ 
Lyndon thought. 


‘Pity such short finger nails,’ 
Mrs. Watson commented, ‘but 
then I guess all basketball girls 
have to have short fingernails. 
We'll try to shape them a bit 
tomorrow night and put some 
color on them. That'll help. 
Now let’s get you dressed.’ 


Lyndon followed her back to 
his bedroom where she took 
down the dress and removed 
its hanger. 


‘Now arms up,’ his mother 
instructed and she fed his hands 
into the armholes’ and eased 
the dress down over his torso 
and hips and closed the rear 
zipper. Around the front she 
adjusted the material of the 
sleeves and bodice, smiling all 
the time. 


‘You look lovely, dear,’ she said. 
‘Can I see yet?’ 
‘Just a minute. Just a minute.’ 


She picked up the high heele 
shoes. ’ 


‘I think you'll find these very 
comfortable,’ she said, ‘they 
were very expensive. But they 
have three and a half inch heels 
and it will take you a little 
while to get used to them.’ 
She kneeled down in front 
of him. ‘Just slip your feet 
into them and stand naturally. 
They won’t break. When you 
walk take shorter steps and 
walk a little more on the balls 
of your feet.’ 


Lyndon slid his feet into the 
shoes which were a_ perfect 
fet and immediately comfort- 
able. He took a couple of steps 
and could sense straight away 
what his mother was saying 
to him. 
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‘Now you can look my lovely, 
lovely Lynda,’ Mrs. Watson 
beamed. ‘Come down to my 
room to the big mirrror.’ 


Lyndon led the way out of 
the room and down the hall 
concentrating on the high heels 
and their feel. 


‘Relax a little, darling,’ his 
mother said behind him, ‘you’re 
too stiff. Let your body sway 
naturally.’ 


In the bedroom Lyndon turned 
to the large wall mirror and 
stood stock still in shock. His 
experience in the basketball 
tunic had convinced him he 
could look like a girl but he 
never before knew how mach. 
The mirrored reflection showed 
a stunningly pretty young 
teenage girl, Mouth slightly 
agape he allowed his eyes to 
wander over the vision. The 
trim high heels and pretty 
ankles, the feminine curve of 
the calf, the wide skirt at knee 
length, the nipped waist and 
modestly full bosom, the slim 
arms and shoulders, and the 
face. That face with its red 
mouth and high cheekbones 
and dark flashing eyes and 
the pretty blonde hair. In a 
state of confusion he turned 
to his mother. 


‘Mommy I.......... y 
‘What darling? What is it?’ 
‘I........ He turned back to the 


mirror and involuntarily put his 
hand to his face. 


‘What is it darling?’ Mrs. Watson 
came to him and put her arm 
around his waist. In the mirror 
he could see two attractive 
women, one nothing more or 
less than a younger version of 
the other. His heart was poun- 
ding and he felt slightly faint. 
He could not take his eyes 
from the mirrored reflection. 


‘| don’t know,’ he stammered, 
‘I feel very strange.’ 


‘In what way, sweetheart. How 
strange?’ 


‘I don’t know. Like....like this 
is the way I should be.’ 


‘A girl, you mean?’ 


‘It don’t know. That can’t be 
right. Just to look this way. 
1....1 like it.’ 


‘Darling that’s not so surprising. 
You look very pretty. Anyone 
would like to look pretty.’ 


“Yes....yes. Pretty. Very Pretty. 
Can I sit down a minute?’ 
‘Of course.’ She led him by 
the hand to the dresser chair 
where he sat gently, still in a 
position to see his reflection 
in the mirror. 


‘Darling,’ Mrs. Watson explained, 
‘it’s probably a bit of a shock 
to find that you make such a 
lovely looking girl but you 
must have had some indication. 
Even in your basketball gear 
you were quite pretty. Now 
that’s not the end of the world. 
You also know that you are 
a handsome and popular boy. 
We know now without a doubt 
that you can go to the party 
tomorrow night and get away 
with it easily. After that you 
don’t have to wear girl’s clothes 
ever again if you don’t want to.’ 


‘What if I want to,’ he asked, 
thinking he might. 


‘Well that’s OK too. Look let’s 
get you undressed now and you 
go off to bed. You’ve got twen- 
ty hours before the party. Just 
think on it a while. You'll 
realise it’s not a problem really.’ 


‘OK, sure,’ Lyndon agreed, 


taking along last look in the 
mirror. 


Half an hour later he was in 


bed drifting on the edge of 
sleep. In his mind he had con- 
tinuous pictures of the pretty 
girl in the mirror. He wanted 
to see her again. 


The next day he rationalised 
his position. His mother was 
right. He would go to the party 
and collect his reward for a 
super season of basketball. He 
would play at being Lynda 
all night and enjoy it if he could. 
Then it would be back to Lyn- 
don. 


In the early evening he bathed 
and shaved his legs and under 
his arms. Then, once again, 
with his mother’s help he became 
Lynda and once again he stood 
before the mirror and was de- 
lighted and confused. He took 
a deep breath and committed 
himself to the night. He went 
downstairs where his mother 
gave him a fine white knitted 
wool wrap and a small evening 
bag. 


‘There’s make-up and handker- 
chief in there. You'll probably 
have to use the bathroom so 
just be careful and you'll be 
fine. You look stunning, my 
sweet, and I’m _ very proud 
of you.’ 


The front doorbell rang. It 
was Dianne and her mother 
come to pick him up. At the 
door Dianne formed her mouth 
into a huge ‘O’ when she saw 
him. 


‘Oh God, Lynda, you look 
marvellous.’ She turned to her 
mother. ‘Doesn’t she mother?’ 


Mrs. Smith smiled broadly ‘She 
certainly does. Come on girls, 
we must be off.’ 


Mrs. Watson walkes to the car 
with them and_ kissed her 
‘daughter’ good luck. Lynda 
slid daintily into the back 
seat, arranged her skirt around 
her, and they were off. 
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The team all rushed forward 
to greet Lynda when she arrived. 


‘Hi Lynda, congratulations. Boy, 
don’t you look great,’ captain 
Carol said. 


‘Lynda hi,’ Penny said planting 
a kiss on her cheek, ‘hey don’t 
you look great. We've only 
ever seen you in your tunic.’ 


Marsha also kissed her on the 
cheek. ‘Lynda how come 
you can play basketball so well 
and look so good too?’ 


‘Hey Lynda there’s some great 
looking guys here. I bet you 
win them too,’ Sue said. 


For her part Lynda was just 
slightly overcome. She must 
have said ‘thank you’ a dozen 
times but it was about all she 
could say. 


She and Dianne and the other 
girls took their seats in the 
auditorium and Lynda waited 
nervously while all of the divis- 
ional awards were presented. 
The second last award went to 
Carol for ‘best and _ fairest’ 
player. At last, the Mayor who 
was presenting the awards made 
the announcement. 


‘And now we come to the 
most important award of all. 
Covering all divisions it goes 
to the girl who has been recog- 
nized as The Player of the 
Year. In her first season with 
Cranebrook the winner is.......... 
Lynda Wilson.’ 


Just a little unsteadily Lynda 
got to her feet and put her 
bag and wrap on her seat. To 
thunderous applause she walked, 
carefully erect, step after step, 
down the isle and up the few 
steps onto the podium. Some- 
where in the background she 
was aware of a number of wolf 
whistles from the boys in atten- 
dance. She approached the 
Mayor and gracefully curtsied 


as her mother as shown her. 


‘Lynda, congratulations on a 
fine season. A hundred and 
fourteen baskets for the year, 
I believe.’ 


‘Yes sir,’ Lynda said softly. 
‘And you are a visiting player?’ 


‘Yes sir. I’m from out of town, 
I just wanted to play with.......... ‘ 


And suddenly it was all to much 
and quite delicately and grace- 
fully Lynda fainted. 


When she came too a few min- 
utes later there were a sea 
of faces leaning over her. She 
recognized Dianne and_ her 
mother and two or three of 
the other girls. 


‘Where am I,’ she asked. 


Dianne squeezed her hand. ‘At 
the school auditorium. In the 
ladies room. You all right?’ 


Dianne looked concerned. 


‘Yes I’m fine, just a little woosy, 
that’s all.” And then with some 
alarm Lynda wondered if she 
had done anything wrong. ‘Is 
everything all right, Dianne?’ 


‘Sure,’ she smiled. 
second.’ 


‘Just a 


She turned to the others in 
the room and asked them if 
- they might leave. Lynda needed 
air. She’d be OK in a few 
minutes. When the room was 
clear she turned back to Lynda. 


‘You're | safe. Don’t worry. 
Nobody knows anything other 
than that you are a very pretty 
young girl who is just slightly 
overcome by it all.’ 


Lynda smiled, relieved. She 
eased herself into a sitting 
position. 


‘Do you want me to take you 
home Lynda,’ Mrs. Smith asked? 


‘No, no, I'll be alright in a min- 
ute. Where’s my award?’ 


Dianne took the small gold 
disc from her handbag and hand- 
ed it to Lynda, who examined 
it closely. 


‘CRANEBROOK JUNIOR 
PLAYER OF THE YEAR: 

GIRL’S DIVISION A BASKET— 

BALL: LYNDA WILSON’ 


‘Did you bring my handbag 
Dianne,’ Lynda asked? 


‘Yes it’s here.’ 


‘May I have it please?’ 


Dianne passed her the handbag 
and Lynda opened it and drop- 
ped the medal in and stood 
and walked to the basin and 
mirrors and examined her face. 
She took out the blushed and 
touched up her cheeks and then 
the lipstick and re-applied the 
crimson cream to her full lips. 
She put the make-up items 
back into her handbag and 
patted a few strands of hair 
back into place. Then she stood 
back from the mirror and put 
her hands on her hips and ex- 
amined herself. Finally she 
turned to Dianne and Mrs. 
Smith. 


She smiled a wide warm smile. 
‘Thanks for your help,’ she said. 
‘I’m ready to go back to the 
fray now.’ 


They rejoined the party. The 
chairs had been cleared away 
and the band was now playing 
and the floor was packed with 
dancing couples. Dianne watch- 
ed fascinated as Lynda emerg- 
ed from the washroom and joined 
their friends. For the next 
hour she kept an_ interested 
eye on Lynda. She watched 
her talk animatedly, laugh con- 
fidently, smile devastatingly and 
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flirt outrageously. She danced 
with every boy who asked her, 
did the rounds of parents and 
teachers endearing herself like- 
wise to all of them. 


At one stage she flitted past 
Dianne and whispered in her ear. 


‘The Principal says I can come 
to Cranebrook next year if 
I like.’ 


When the party was over and 
Lynda and Dianne climbed 
swearily into the back of the car 
for the journey home Dianne 
asked what she had meant. 


‘Oh nothing, you’ll see,’ Lynda 
said with a wicked wink. 


‘Did you enjoy yourself dar- 
ling,’ Mrs. Watson said as Lynda 
came through the front door, 
obviously on cloud nine. 


‘Oh mother it was wonderful. I 
loved it. And I have to tell 
you it was so much more fun 
being Lynda than being Lyndon.’ 


She showed her mother her med- 
al and talked about fainting 
on the stage and dancing with 
the boys and Mrs. Watson 
smiled and laughed and won- 
dered. 


Later, upstairs Lynda came to 
her mother’s room dressed only 
in her slip and remaining under- 
wear. 


‘Mother may I borrow one of 
your negligees while I take off 
my make-up?’ 


Mrs. Watson smiled, amused. 
‘Of course you can sweetheart.’ 


She handed Lynda a slinky 
white satin negligee and she 
put it on and wrapped the tie 
belt around her waist and with 
a little wave, left the room. 


The next morning Mrs. Watson 
was awake and sitting up in 


bed having coffee when her 
‘daughter’ entered, fully made- 
up, hair done and wearing the 
black negligee. Underneath she 
was wearing the bra she wore 
for sport and the panties she 
had worn the previous night. 


She smiled broadly at her 
mother. 


‘Morning mother,’ she said bri- 
ghtly, ‘I was wondering if I may 
borrow your little blue day 
dress and your white sandals. 
They’d fit me wouldn’t they. 
I don’t seem to have a thing 
to wear.’ 


Mrs. Watson looked both puzzled 
and amused. ‘Yes dear, I think 
they would.’ 


Lynda took the blue _ frock 
from the wardrobe and slipped 
it over her head and tied the 
selfbelt around her waist. She 
took out the white high heeled 
sandals and put them on and 
tied the strap. 


‘Oh _ yes, perfect,’ she said. 
She came to the bed and kneel- 
ed down and kissed her mother 
lightly on the cheek. 


‘Mother do you think we could 
go shopping one day next week. 
I'd look awfully silly wearing 
my party dress everywhere.’ 


‘Er....yes ‘of course we can 
darling but........ : 


‘Oh goody,’ Lynda said, ‘and 
until then can I borrow your 
clothes; otherwise I have no- 
thing at all to wear?’ 


‘Yes darling, I guess so. But 
what about, er, Lyndon’s clo- 
thes?’ 


‘Oh poo to Lyndon’s clothes. 
I threw them out earlier this 
morning. Lyndon doesn’t exist 
anymore.” 


Psychological differences 
in men and women 


By DONALD W. SEVERANCE, Ph.D. 


Men and women are really 
different. Their different de- 
velopmental experiences lead to 
different ways of thinking and 
behaving. 

It should go without saying 
that there are biological dif- 
ferences and socio-cultural dif- 
ferences exhibited in men and 
women. But, as I discussed last 
week, there is one important 
developmental difference _ bet- 
ween men and women that is 
critical. 

Girls develop an identification 
with mother that carries them 
and their identity through adult- 
hood. Boys, on the other hand, 
begin their initial identification 
with mother, then must reject it 
at some point in early adolesence 
and develop an identification 
with father. This can lead to 
some interesting problems in the 
way that adult men and women 
relate to each other. 

Research has shown that wo- 
men tend to be the cultivators 
of relationships in our society. 
They even often identify them- 
selves in terms of their relation- 
ships, such as being ‘John’s wife, 
Suzie’s mother, Linda’s sister, 
Mike’s secretary,’ etc. 

Women not only define them- 
selves in the context of human 
relationships, but judge them- 
selves in terms of their ability to 
care. Woman’s place in man’s 
life cycle has been that of 
nurturer, caretaker, and _help- 
mate--the weaver of those net- 
works of relationships on which 
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she, in turn, relies. (see Carol 
Gilligan, Psychology Today, 
1982.) 

At the same time, men have 
tended to devalue that care. 
Their road to success, as with 
their identity of themselves, 
comes through denying their 
dependency on women and valu- 
ing autonomy instead. As the 
separation struggle with mother, 
so it continues, too often, into 
adulthood. 

This different way of thinking 
is graphically depicted in re- 
search conducted by Pollack 
and Gilligan (1982). 

In their studies, they found 
that men saw more danger in 
situations of affiliation than in 
situations of achievement and 
described danger as arising from 
intimacy. In contrast, women 
tended to perceive more danger 
in situations of competitive a- 
chievement than in situations of 
affiliation and were more likely 
to associate danger with being 
alone. 

The danger that men saw in 
intimacy was a danger of en- 
trapment or _ betrayal—being 
caught in a smothering relation- 
ship or humiliated by rejection. 

The danger that women saw 
in achievement was a danger 
of isolation, a fear that in stand- 
ing out or being set apart by 
success they would be left alone. 
Each sex perceives a danger that 
the other does not see—men in 


connection, women in 
separation. Did it begin in 
adolescence? 
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uld happen to a boy like me!”’ 


dreamed this co 


We left on our vacation 
on September 26, 1983 to tra- 
vel through Arkansas, Tennes- 
see, Georgia and Alabama. The 
old 73 chevy & 67 Airstream 
trailer made the 2,500 mile 
trip quite well- with but a few 
breakdowns. 

With all that anxiety and 
fear we started on our trip. 
The first day brought us to 
Arkansas and some of the 
best camping spots I have ever 
seen. Seems like the State 
Parks were just abandoned 
except for Maxine and I. One 
of the first discoveries was 
Larry’s back sure doesn’t like 
the jolting it got in the car but 
thank goodness for some medi- 
cation that seen us through. 
The next day it was on to 
Tennessee . We were wanting to 
see a Plantation (Belle Meade) 
there, but time got away from 
and we did not make it until the 
next day. 


The Belle Meade Planta- 
tion was a very nice place to 
visitywe went through each part 
of it and I could not help but 
think how nice it must have 
been to be a woman back 
in the 1800’s with servants to 
help you’ with anything. 
We seen some of the original 
gowns worn and where the 
girls sleep. 

I was unaware that chil- 
dren were not allowed into the 
dining room until they had 
“learned their manners”, eating 
in a separate dining area. From 
looking at the small gowns 
worn by the women of that era 
it also | meant an awful lot 
of restriction from a very tight 
corset. Iwas also amazed to 
learn that all lace of that era 
was hand made with a tating 
needle, a very slow and tedious 
process. 

After our tour of the plan- 
tation it was off to another 
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place in 
Davis house. He was a con- 
federate who was hung be- 
cause he would not tell where 
he got the information he was 
caught with. Sam decided to die 
rather than betray his friends 
and country. This was a great 
place, not as big as Belle Meade 
but still large. I could just close 
my eyes and see all the girls 
on the porch playing and women 
in ball gowns dancing to music 
from a very small orchestra. 
We even saw the dress “Sam” 
was christened in, he was so 
cute in that picture. 

That night we stayed in 
another park and when the 
sun was up we were off again 
to enter Georgia. We toured 
another plantation here and even 
went through some of the nor- 
mal tourist attractions. We also 
toured several battlefields (Larry 
was struck by how the men of 
that day knew no more than 
they did in VietNam, what a 
waste.) 

The next three days were 
spent with relatives in Georgia. 
These have to be the most 
friendly, hospitable, and honest 
people anywhere. All we met 
seem to be happy and have a 
great sense of humor. They 
practice living life just one day 
at a time. 

While visiting, my eye for 
bargains caught a “lost baggage” 
- te 
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store. For those of you who have 
traveled the great public trans- 
portation systems of the world 
and often wondered what hap- 
pens to your lost suitcases and 
packages, I am here to tell you I 
know where they go- Lafayette, 
Georgia. I was able to spend 
about $35.00 and end up with 
new shoes, 3 new dresses, and 
2 bathing suits. I was amazed 
at what all they had at a fraction 
of the cost (including a wedding 
dress; which I did not buy.) 

As we left the area Leisa sur- 
faced and upon stopping ata 
park she was changed and out 
on the road with Maxine as two 
trailer- pulling sisters. Our first 
stop, 2 welcome center on the 
Alabama border. Since pulling 
a trailer is not the kind of thing 
for a dress, a pair of jeans and 
blouse with low heels had to do. 
Since only one wig was brought 
Leisa had to be a brunette the 
entire trip, While at the center 
Leisa broused around the liter- 
ature and was hip to hip with 
many other women who I do not 
believe even suspected. Outside 
Maxine took a few photos and 
a Ranger who came walking 
directly towards us from the in- 
formation center made Leisa’s 
heart race, but it seems he only 
went to his truck then back 
inside. 

After an all day drive as 
Leisa we stopped at a state park 


and set camp. A very helpful 
man came over and wanted to 
see the camper inside. Maxine 
gave him a tour while Leisa 
went out,heels and all, hunting 
for pine cones. The man, 
although the real sincere help- 
ful type sure did scare Leisa; 
lucky for her Maxine was able 
to field all the questions; un- 
lucky for us our generator light 
came on as we set up and with 
our helpful little friend we 
elected not to raise the hood 
which would have brought him 
nearer to our camp. 

Next morning Leisa was 
committed to dressing again and 
to helping get on the road. 
Once started we stopped and 
Leisa got her brother out to 
look at the car. — No belts 
broken, no fuses blown? we had 
to go to a dealer to learn a fuse 
that controls gas pressure was 
faulty. We were on our way once 
again and even with the flust- 
ration of having to change we 
stopped and let Leisa back out. 
We spent most of the day driving 
with Maxine to help with the 
gas and the talking when needed. 
Everything went just fine and 
we drove till dark. We made it 
to a state park in Tennessee 
(Tims Ford State Park), Maxine 
payed the collector their money 
for the hookups. 

Next morning it was up as 
Leisa again- so glad to be wearing 
panties, hose, girdle, and bra 
as opposed to brothers clothing 
even if I was still in jeans and a 
sweater. As luck would have it 
-the generator light came on- 
again3 nothing wrong could be 
found so another stop for broth- 
er Larry to appear and back to 
another car dealer. This time a 
short in the electrical wires 
under a fuse block was found 
and again we were off. I cannot 
begin to tell you how frustated 
I was and how irritable I had 
gotten — each time Leisa came 


out something had to go wrong 
with the car — it just wasn’t 
fair. 

After a couple of hours on 
the road and the car was doing 
well, Maxine said ‘‘You really 
ought to dress again”, I tried to 
tell her it wasn’t worth it, but 
she insisted I needed more ex- 
perience out in public. With that 
remark I stopped and put on 
a new dress complete with slip, 
hose, panties, girdle and bra, 
with purse in hand I set off to 
be in the public for a while long- 
gs 

We were a little bit behind 
on our schedule so we drove 
until the dark hours and stopped 
at Petit Jean State Park in 
Arkansas. Close to home and 
having to change back to Larry, 
It was strange to have to do in 
Petit Jean State Park a female 
who came to America _ disguised 
as a man as a sailor, with her 
husband who was also a sailor. 
The next day Larry made it on 
to Oklahoma City so Maxine 
could make her appointment 
with the surgeons. 
Maxine is out and although 
still having pain, is out of any 
danger. She will start some 
medication to help her at the end 
of this month. I believe as soon 
as she begins to feel better so 
will I. 

As for myself, I am still 
having a war between Leisa and 
Larry, leaving Larry awfully 
depressed and Maxine very frust- 
rated from my depression, but 
we both are better than we were 
a week ago. At work Larry is 
being kept busy conducting a 
new officer school and surviving 
quite well. 
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TO GOD 


I've thought about being female 
Ever since the age of three 

And saw the Cleuence to myself 
And of how things were to be 


| said to God “What have you Done” 
There must be some mistake! 

You must in fact take me back 

And a female you must make 


Now I’ve been praying many years 

Ard nothing has been done 

And I can honestly say that living this way 
Has certainly not been fun 


It has caused a lot of grief 
And pain and sorrow too 
But now | find in my mind 
That God has been true 


God didn’t give me a body 
Shaped to my design 

He pee me wonderful feelings 
To be gentle and to be kind!! 


He wants me to go out there 
And be the best that I can be 
He wants me to be faithful 
To afl humanity 


And when my quest is finished 
And they lay my body to rest 
Then I| will meet my maker 
Knowing that | did my best! 


By Janet Lee 


When you wake up in the morning 

In a nightie soft and gleaming 

And you realize it’s really yours 

You thank your mother once again 
For all her plans and scheming 

To change you from son into daughter 


When you’ve finished with your makeup 
And you're happy with your face 

And your necklace and your earrings 
Are delightfully in place 

And your mirror is a picture 

Of female charm and grace 

It’s just so superb as a daughter 
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A couple of smart young misses 
Friskily blows the breeze 

Lifting our light silk dresses 
Swiftly above our knees 

But with quite nice legs to bless us 
We don’t really mind who sees 


The wind just keeps on blowing 
A waste getting our hair done — 
Our pretty pink slips are showing 
My stockings have got a run 
Nobody else is knowing 

That we are mother and son 
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SUCH A LOVELY PLACE 


TO LIVE 


by Elizabeth J. Warburton 


Believe me, this is pure 
fiction, with a bit of fantasy 
thrown in. I hope that it is also 
thought-provoking. Amusingly, 
something thought-provoking is 
usually quite acceptable, while 
something provocative may have 
an entirely different connota- 
tion. Who knows, this may 
turn out to be more provocative 
than thought-provoking, though 
1 hope not. 

My wife’s name is M. 
That’s all, just M; that’s the way 
we do things here. Her parents 
liked the sound of M, so M she is. 
My name is Oh Dear. That is 
precisely what my Mother said 
when she heard that she was 
pregnant again, “It’s not that | 
don’t want another child,” she 
said,“but there are so many 
other things that I would rather 
do”. That was not a selfish or 
unfair assessment on her part; 
she had already birthed six child- 
ren, and she was ready to climb 
mountains. Instead, she ended up 
climbing walls for a few more 
years, 

M. and I live in a town 
called S. L. P.L. usually referred 
to as Lovely. It is lovely, not so 
much because it is a physically 
lovely place, though it is that 
too, but more because of the 
attitudes of those of us who live 
here. Not everyone is allowed to 
move-in. That probably sounds 


as if we are highly prejudiced, 
bigoted and that sort of thing, 
but no! We have neighbors from 
every conceivable racial and 
ethnic background. We do have 
some very stringent ground rules, 
however. 

Two words have been e- 
liminated from our vocabulary; 
they are: masculine and femin- 
ine. Please note, we did not ban 
male and female. Heavens no! 
Had we done so, my Mother 
never would have said, “Oh 
Dear”. We also discourage the 
use of man and woman; we 
encourage, no! insist upon the 
usage of the word, “person”, 
instead. When we must be more 
specific, we allow male-person 
and female-person; with names 
such as M. and Oh Dear, you 
can see why that is necessary. 
We have kept he, him and she, 
her, for convenience sake; we 
tried to eliminate them, but it 
became too awkward; suppose I 
had to call M’s employer: 
“‘M. will not be in today, female- 
person is not feeling well.” 
Awkward! So we made that 
concession. 

So by now you are probab- 
ly saying: ‘This man (male- 
person, please) is soft as a 
That’s alright. We hear this all 
the time. Whenever any of us 
venture outside of Lovely, we 
usually end-up in a discussion 
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with those who consider us to 
be odd-balls. “So what is wrong 
with being masculine or femin- 
ine,” they ask? We answer: “‘no- 
thing, but having to be masculine 
or having to be feminine is an 
entirely different story. Are we 
to assume that someone in 
authority, somewhere, at some 
point in time, sat down and 
decided that all males would 
perform in a prescribed, limited 
manner, to be labeled mas- 
culine, and that all females 
would do the same, their behav- 
ior being labeled feminine? Are 
we to assume that this labeling 
is infallible and irrevocable?” 
The answers we get from the 
“outsiders” are obvious and too 
predictable to enumerate here. 
But all is not lost; some have 
been willing to listen to our 
beliefs, a few have made further 
inquiries and one couple has 
“converted” to the Lovely way 
of life. Please do not misunder- 
stand, we never proselyte; we do 
try to respond to all sincere 
inquiries. Live and let live, as old 
as the adage may be, is a signif- 
icant part of our philosophy. 

Allow me to give you a 
few examples of what life is 
like in Lovely. M. and I decided 
to take Karate lessons’ we want- 
ed the exercise and the art ap- 
pealed to us.I must assure you 
that M. is a_ beautiful female- 
person; if you could see the pair 
(Whoops! See whatI mean by 
provocative?). Well, anyway, M. 
excelled in her lessons, while 
I steadily fell behind, in mine. 
She now has her black belt and 
I am still beltless and thinking 
of trying Yoga. Outside of 
Lovely, I would be a laughing 
stock because my spouse suc- 
ceeded in this traditionally male 
art, while I failed. We also took 
a cake decorating course. M. is 
great, she does some really fan- 
tastic looking cakes. Mine look 
as if someone sat on them. On 
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the other hand, I am building a 
summer retreat for us, and M. 
just gets in my way. There is 
nothing about the procedure that 
she likes. But it doesn’t matter! 
Without all the phony masculine/ 
feminine limitations, each of us 
is free to do whatever we do best 
and enjoy the most. You should 
add the carriage robe that I knit- 
ted for our little-female-person; 
har name is First. We know she 
is going to be first in many ways 
because of the numerous advan- 
tages she will have while growing- 
up in Lovely. 

One more thing I want 
to tell you, before leaving you to 
your own thoughts, is about our 
mode of dress. This is the one 
area of our lifestyle that “‘out- 
siders” find the most difficult 
to understand. Upon careful con- 
sideration, and while maintaining 
an open mind, on must conclude 
that our reasoning is perfectly 
logical, However, most ‘“‘out- 


siders”’ cannot do this; the old 
masculine/feminine —_ stumbling- 
block is too ingibiting. 

Our department stores do 
not have men’s and women’s 
departments. They have people 
departments; we purchase what- 
ever we see that strikes our fancy 
and we wear it accordingly. 
Naturally, practicality does af- 
fect the choices we make. M. 
would never wear work coveralls 
to bed, but she does wear a pair 
when she’s tuning the old Chevy. 
I often wear raw silk pajamas 
and a big fluffy pink robe 
while doing my paperwork at 
home in the evening. So big 
deal, I like pink! And I don’t have 
to hide if anyone drops in un- 
expectedly; my neighbor swears 
by a long gray flannel skirt for 
the evenings, and sometimes 
wears it when he and his spouse 
drop in for cards. That’s the way 
it is in Lovely; different? You’re 
damned right it’s different, and 
that’s the way we like it. 


“Then the discord is mostly about your son.” 
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Are we a_ bunch of gays 
and lesbians in Lovely? Nope, 
not by a long shot. Are there any 
in Lovely? Probably, but I bet 
if some are here, they’re health- 
ier than other in other places 
because they are free to be 
themselves, without some _ in- 
secure “masculine” egomaniac 
breathing down their necks to 
punch them out. 

Lovely is approprieately 
named, S.L.P.L., Such a Lovely 
Place to Live. There are other 
Lovelies too, nine in all, and 
growing. Our movement is based 
upon some dynamic concepts. 
To know that one is finally and 
ultimately free to dare to ex- 
plore within one’s self, without 
fear of reprisal, is a fundament- 
al right that every human being 
should engage and revel in. M. 
and I do this every day; First 
is being granted that _privledge 
through our determination and 
protection. Need I say more? 
We love it here. 


Confessions of a Closet 
Crossdresser 


— Joyce 


My background is either 
classical or hackneyed, depend— 
ing on the age of the reader; if 
you are new to the TV scene it 
could strike you as fresh and in- 
teresting; if you are about my 
age, you could well dismiss me 
with a wave of the hand and say, 
“Old hat.” My mother desper- 
ately wanted a girl and even wept 
with disappointment when told 
that a ‘man-child’ had arrived; 
this was way back in 1923. The 
era of dressing little boys in 
frocks had long since passed 
but in 1929 I was sent to school 
in girls’ buttonover shoes and a 
sort of Christopher Robin smock 
that more or less concealed a 
diminutive pair of trousers. It 
was only when some other kid, 
looking critically at me, said with 
scorn and derision, “Just look; 
Doug wears a dress,” that I shed 
my innocence more precipitately 
than Adam. I had , on several 
occasions during the pre-school 
years, asked, in all childlike 
innocence, why men did not 
wear frocks and stockings. Some- 
where in the universe, there 
may be a society that allows this 
without a blink! 

Could the ‘damage’ done 
have had it‘s roots in pre-natal 
chemistry? Transvestic fantasies 
were already part of the furn- 
iture of the mind before I turned 
four and almost certainly before 
the birth of my sister at about 
that time; this nature and nur- 
ture thing I find quite impossible 
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to unravel. Johannesburg was 
already a bustling city even in 
1927. I spent a lot of time in 
the company of my aunt who 
lived with her father, my grand- 
father, at the corner of N 
father, at the corner of Noord 


and Wanderes Streets. In the 
‘dead’ of night (more like 8:30 
probably) when my aunt was out 
and the ‘Old Man’ dozing away 
in the room next door, I’d try 
on her stockings by the light of 
the street lamp outside and peer 
at myself in her wardrobe mirror 
For all the guileless questionings 
on the subject, my mind was still 
suffused with guilt and discovery 
would have been an unimagin- 
able agony. 

It was one Sunday, after 
midday dinner for family and 
friends that my beloved aunt 
blundered into the _ sensitive 
Looking arch and mysteriously, 
she crooked her finger at me and 
summoned me to her bedroom. 
Leaning forward, her hands on 
her knees, she said with an ex- 
cited smile, “‘Let‘s put one of 
my dresses on you and some of 
my lipstick and take you out in 
to the sitting-room to surprise 
everyone.” With dry mouth and 
beating heart, I shook my head 
so vigorously as to almost unseat 
it from my shoulders. She had 
the good sense not to press the 
matter and for her the incident 
blew over although for me her 
words have haunted me ever 
since. Looking at me looking at 
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myself (please forgive this in- 
tense preoccupation with self) 
I do sense a sort of ambivalence; 
the innocent questionings and 
the guilt; this may be a highfal- 
utin observation if ever there was 
one but this seems a sort of 
microcosm of the development 
of man’s mind. 

It was at 13 or so when I 
found the urge to dress up as 
a woman quite overwhelming 
and I would do just this in my 
mother’s and/or sister‘s clothing 
on deliciously lonely afternoons. 
This went on until I came within 
a hairs breadth of being caught 
one evening when my parents 
arrived back early from a film 
they were bored stiff with. I 
was merely chastised for the 
infinitely lesser ‘crime’ of look- 
ing for volumn III of the Amer- 
ican health cultist’s book,Benard 
Macfadden, which was kept in 
my mother’s lingerie drawer; it 
contained pictures of men and 
women having sex in various 
positions! Saved by the book! 

In the thirties and forties, 
the word ‘transvestism’ was hard- 
ly part of the vocabulary of the 
man in the street. It wouldn’t 
surprise me now if even my 
gardener knew what it meant! 
The sexual revolution has come 
along way. I first came across 
it in a work by the sexologist 
Norman Haire in my matricul- 
ation year. I was completely 
bowled over by it and reread the 
passage about a dozen times. 


I pursued the subject with 
fervour and energy. Apart from 
Hirshfeld, Stekel, Ellis and a 
couple of others, none of the 
‘major’ psychologists (Freud, 
Jung and Adler) ever mentioned 
it. Today, it is quite unusual 
to pick up a book on abnormal 
psychology that does not devote 
a couple of paragraphs to the 
subject. But tush, I digress. 

I had my first exposure to 
pornography while in the air 
force in Cairo and Israel and 
spent pretty well all myfree time 
searching for material to feed 
my TV fantasies. Some of my 
letters home at that time must 
have become an intolerable bur- 
den to my wife at that time as 
in my letters home I was for ever 
demanding that she feed my TV 
fantasies. I had told M all about 
my flawed character before we 
got married. I think, what she 
didn’t appreciate at the time, 
was my total preoccupation with 
my little ‘weakness’; if the 
Harpie inside me was not placat- 
ed once every ten days or so I'd 
become tense and irrascible. A- 
part from thid, M was reasonably 
tolerant and accepting. We had 
four children and stayed married 
for 16 years. M denied that she 
wanted out because I was a TV. 
Seeing this in the kindest light 
possible, I suppose she outgrew 
me; that’s one of the hazards of 
marrying too young.....she was 18 
and I was 21. 

After the war I had several 
stabs at psychiatric treatment, 
the first being 18 months at Tara 
in Johannesburg while still in 
uniform (blue). Dr Alice C. 
suggested that I have insulin 
shock therapy. I.S.T. may work 
on some people but had no ef- 
fect whatever on ‘‘psychopathic 
personalities, type II] ”’ which 
is what I was diagnosed to be. 
Without a doubt, all the treat- 
ments I exposed myself to be- 
tween 1946 and 1956, I was 


merely being dishonest and self- 
deceiving. It was, as Peter Shaffer 
points out in his play EQUIS,to 
trade an impulse that affords 
such exquisite pleasure for a 
‘slice’ of pallid normality... 
no wonder I resisted and merely 
toyed with the treatments. 

The first marriage was 
ably happy, for the first 10 years 
anyway. M was the eldest daugh- 
ter of a large but very poor fami- 
ly. She was highly intelligent 
and eventually took a Ph.D. My 
public appearance took place 
in thes freer, more relaxed, any- 
thing goes, sort of atmosphere. A 
younger sister-in-law used to be 
highly taken with me dressing up 
as a woman from time to time. 
(Little did she know that I did 
sO many, many more times than 
she ever realised.) If she had a 
friend staying for the weekend 
she’d be the one to suggest that 
I dress up as a girl to surprise 
Millie (or whoever). A certain 
judge was necessary to know 
when these capers could be 
indulged in with more or less 
impugnity. 

My marriage now is happy 
enough (going on for 2] years 
now.) S is pretty understanding 
and provided I do not dress too 
often, she takes it in her stride 
and is not particularly disturbed 
by it. S too, is an exceptionally 
bright woman with a career 
of her own and is something of 
a national quiz champion. It was 
in one of her woman’s 
(NOVA) who lean over back- 
wards to be sweet and accom- 
modating to certain minority 
groups, that we learned of the 
existence of the Beaumont Soci- 
ety which I promptly joined 
although my membership has 
since lapsed. I have never felt any 
great need to _ belong to 
....sorry Estelle, but that’s the 
truth. If one enjoys the company 
of other TVs for reasons other 
than TVism then it works but 
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feel no need to go on discussing 
the subject into the small hours 
which is what a lot of TVs seem 
to like to do to the complete 
boredom of their long suffering 
spouses. Perhaps I have become 
more mellow and rational in my 
approach to dressing up. I tell 
about another time, but in re- 
sponse to my questions to the 
woman who ran the establish- 
ment as to whether my TVism 
would abate as I got older, she 
opened ominously, “Ach! You 
vil get verse, moch verse as you 
are -eetting “Soldcr,  » Ja! YOu 
are getting older, Ja!” (She 
hailed from Berlin and probably 
used to be a prostitute but was 
then quite elderly) Anyway, 
Madam, if you are still listening 
out there, I don’t think I hav 
got ‘verse’ at all; I’m not as pre- 
occupied with the whole rig- 
marole as | used to be but only 
a modicum less, mind you. 
We have very good TV 
friends who are married to same 
and tolerant women and if I 
believed in blessings I would 
shower them with such in capital 
letters! Occasionally I go out to 
buy the Sunday papers en 
femme, 
but feel I’m absolutely daft to 
do so. In any one one year I 
am well known to some 100 or 
so students who are the worlds 
most ubiquitous people and all 
I’m short of is to drive into a 
police road block one night, a 
thing becoming _ increasingly 
more frequent in this city I 
live in. But it seems a pity to end 
on such a gloomy note. We are 
going to aparty at D and R‘s 
place tomorrow night and it is 
highly improbable that there will 
be a road block on the way 
We are both looking forward to 
it, 


IN SEARCH OF 
HIGH HEELS 


MICHELLE 
— Ohio 


I am a bicyclist as well as a 
crossdresser and in my quest 
for high heels ( I can’t get 
enough) the following is the 
Most interesting and rewarding. 
It started on a Friday evening 
in looking through the evening 
paper. I notice an ad from a 
shopping center near my town 
about twenty-five miles away. 
A shoe store in the mall was 
having a sale on Saturday. I 
also plan to ride with our bicycle 
club on Saturday. Our club 
was planing a trip to Lake Erie 
and would be gone a week. | 
had planned to ride the first 
day with them and return home 
the same day. The route they 
were to take would go near to 


this shopping mall. 
I changed my plans to ride 
as far as needed 


to get close to the mall and then 
leave the other club members 
on their week long trip to lake 
erie and back. That morning 
with dreams of new high 
heels on my mind, I met the 
other club members and headed 
out of town. We reached the 
town were the mall is located 
and stopped for coffee and I 


asked how far the mall was 
from our present location, some 
one said it was about 2 or 3 
miles away and that we would be 
going near the mall. 

After we left the restaurant 
we headed in the direction of 
the mall. Once I knew that the 
mall was close I parted the other 
club members and wished them 
luck on their journey. I headed 
toward the mall getting more 
nervous and excited at the same 
time. When I got to the mail 
I didn’t know if I should lock 
my bicycle and accessories or 
just take them into the closed- 
in mall. It was about 10:30 in 
the morning and not very 
crowed so I just walked my 
bicycle into the mall. 

I found the shoe store? I 
was not too familiar with this 
mall. I parked my bicycle 
helmet and accessories close to 
the shoe store but still in sight. 
There in front of the shoe store 
was two racks of shoes. Now to 
find out if I was in luck and to 
my amazement there were about 
six different styles of shoes in 
my size 10 medium. I selected 
four pair of high heels, a pair 
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of white pumps, a pair of high 
heel open toe sandals white 
with gold trim real dressy, a 
blue open toe and a pair that 
I have always been looking for 
a sling back pair. Now for the 
difficult part to pay for them. A 
cut blonde waited on me and I 
paid for them which was only 
$30.00 for all four pair. 

The trick now was how I was 
going to carry all four pairs home 
with me. I asked the clerk for 
individual plastic bags so I could 
put them in my bicycle rack or 
in my bicycle pack. I told her 
I was on a bicycle and she was 
very helpful and asked how I 
was going to carry them. She 
said if the boxes don’t fit to 
bring them back to her. The 
best way was to put the shoe in 
the plastic bags and fit them into 
my pack hoping I would not 
hurt them. I gave the boxes 
back to the clerk and thanked 
her, she was very _ nice. 

I headed home which seemed 
like an eternity before I was 
able to get home to try them 
on. The best part of the story 
was they fit perfectly and cost 
only $30.00. 


Do I pass? 


If You're like me that question 
intrigues you. I will try to 
describe in this article a recent 
experiment I performed to an- 
swer that question. Let me 
warn you first though. We 
transvestites spend much of our 
energy engaging in fantasies. 
That’s understandable and wise. 
We are much less likely to 
get in trouble if we keep the 
activities safely locked inside 
our heads. However some 
of us cannot quite keep it there. 
I will describe a day of reality 
here and not everything came 
out exactly as the fantasy would 
write it. It wasn’t permanently 
disastrous and I think there 
were some valuable lessons learn- 
ed which may be of interest 
to others. 


By way of background, a few 
words about me may be order. 
By TV (and general American 
standards) I am pretty average. 
I am forty-three, happily married 
and have two teenage children. 
I have known of my feminine 
interests since before puberty 
and have read everything I can 
get my hands on. I have dressed 
sporadically over the years, have 
gone through the usual purges 
and had a few fruitless psy- 
chiatrist visits. My wife knows 
and accepts reluctantly. She 


is happy I’ve joined Tri-ESS 
and found friends with similar 
interests. She will not see me 
dressed but will discuss it and 
help me buy things. She knows 
when I’m going out dressed 
and is not particularly worried. 


My TV activity has blossomed 
in the past six months or so. 
It had been pretty dormant, 
I actually dressed perhaps only 
once a year. I began to realize 
that this was an activity that 
was very pleasurable to me 
and didn’t need to hurt anyone 
else. I decided to invest more 
time in it, get some appropiate 
clothes, meet others, and in- 
dulge, carefully. I began with 
a public costume party last 
Halloween. I went alone and 
saw no one I knew. I met a 
number of people there, none 
of whom were negative and 
several of whom were very 
complimentary. Soon afterwards 
I joined Tri-ESS and managed 
to find some people to write 
to and visit. As many of you 
know, this can be a very satis- 
fying experience. Being able 
to put into written or spoken 
words all of these thoughts 
we have is a tremendous relief. 
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The first time you actually tell 
someone that you really like 
to wear a dress or put on lip- 
stick is an incredible feeling. 
I’ve written more letters in the 
past few months than in the 


rest of my life combined. If 
you are not already meeting 
and corresponding, I strongly 
recommend it. 


Even with the euphoria of 
meetings and letters I was pest- 
ered by the question “What 
next?”. One thing is clear, 
my days of dressing only for 
the mirror in my _ bedroom 
are over. I have been exchang- 
ing pictures with people and have 
visited with other TV’s and have 
gotten several compliments on 
my feminine appearance. I have 
been out to dinner while dressed 
a couple of times with other 
cross-dressers and have had noth- 
ing terrible happen. Well, if 
I wasn’t going to stay home 
and if I wasn’t going to become 
a woman, what middle route 
was I traveling? I could decide 
to confine myself to the “TV 
crowd” and only go to “safe” 
places where they expect or 
condone our activities. Or, 


I could expand my range to 
include mingling with the regular 
world. Frankly the latter sound- 
ed more attractive. The satis- 
faction of passing among dis- 
interested strangers seemed to 
be the ultimate. However, 
to do this I had to know if I 
pass. 


The first thing I settled was 
that I couldn’t trust myself. 
Each of us sees a woman when 
we look at our dressed image 
in the mirror. There is nothing 
wrong with that as long as we 
know others won’t be seeing 
the same thing. Next there 
was the input of other cross- 
dressers. Some only saw my 
picture and they saw a particular- 
ly biased view. We’re careful 
to only select our best poses. 
The other cross-dressers who 
have seen me “live” have been 
complimentary too but who 
wants to run down a friend? 
It has been difficult to find 
objective critics. 


On my outings with other TV’s 
I have noticed a few curious 
looks but I’ve been told that 
a group of TV’s is always more 
vulnerable than a TV alone. 
Our imperfections apparently 
reinforce each other. If we 
were being read I couldn't 
tell if it was me or one of my 
companions. My only option 
was to go out publicly, alone. 
I have gone out alone before 
but they’ve either been the 
Halloween-type or other “dark 
of night” events where people 
could hardly see me _ period, 
let alone my gender. This new 
test was going to be much more 
public and I was more than 
a little apprehensive. 


I live in a large West coast city 
which has a liberal reputation, 
perhaps not as extreme as 
San Francisco but still pretty 
tolerant. There is more than 
the usual legislation protecting 
gays and I figured a public and 
police department sensitized to 
them would be tolerant of 


the likes of us. I hadn’t heard 
of any local girls getting in any 
trouble in years. 

Next, I tried hard to satisfy 
myself that even if I was read 
I would never be recognized 
as my male self. My ultimate 
judge of that was my wife. 
Unfortunately she only had a 
picture to go by and she says 
she’ll always be able to “see 
me in there” but she grudgingly 
admitted my risk of ‘true 
exposure” was minimal. 


With all that in mind I picked 
a handy Saturday, rented a 
motel room and went to work. 
(If any of you TV’s have young 
children, be prepared. When 
they get to be teenagers your 
days of dressing at home are 
gone, unless you tell them. Your 
house becomes Grand Central 
Station.) I tried to do my best. 
My legs were carefully shaved. 
I had a new pair of two inch 
heel dressy sandals. I care- 
fully put on false nails with 
a good strong glue. I don’t have 
a big facial hair problem but 
I shaved after I got to the motel 
(early afternoon). I dressed 
in what I feel is one of my more 
successful outfits. I put on 
my best wig and tried to do 
my best makeup job. If I had 
trouble it wasn’t going to be for 
lack of attention. 


I could have left the motel 
by the back door but I braved 
the lobby and went out past 
the front desk. Nothing un- 
usual happened except a glance 
(or was it a stare?) from the 
inevitable DREADED ADOLE- 
SCENT GIRL. Others have 
written that they are our biggest 
enemy. They somehow look 
closer and see through us. 
I didn’t really feel uncomfor- 
table. I had looked in the mirror 
enough to know that I looked 
female. I got to my car and 
headed north to a large shopping 
mall which I guessed to be 
patronized by none of my 
friends. 

Incidentally, the Saturday in 
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question was in June and I knew 
I wouldn’t have any help from 
the cover of darkness. It would 
be light until nine P.M. Natur- 
ally I expected lots of people 
at the shopping center as well. 
I had to park in the far reaches 
of the lot because of the crowds 
and got some more practice with 
my new shoes. I plunged right 
into the largest of the three maj- 
or department stores in the 
Mall and wonder of wonders 
I got NO LOOKS! I kept my 
head up, tried to smile and look 
people in the eye. Most people 
weren't looking at me and those 
that did seemed not to be giving 
any special attention. I was 
ecstatic. I walked over to the 
lingerie department and for the 
first time in my life could 
poke through the bras and 
slips with impunity. I wan- 
dered into the mall, stopped 
at a drug store and inspected 
the male-forbidden cosmetics. 
It was a little crowded there 
and there were the expected 
young ladies around the cos- 
metics but I seemed to be 
getting by! The next stop was 
another major department store’s 
shoe department. They had 
several racks of shoes on dis- 
play and the patrons were 
allowed to try them on them- 
selves. For the first time in my 
life I was able to try on women’s 
clothes (shoes) in a store. Well, 
I didn’t find any that fit but 
once again, no one seemed to 
care at all. I was riding high 
by now! I was avoiding talking 
to anyone because my voice 
is a big liability but it’s still 
possible to have a lot of fun 
without talking. 

I suppose there were a thousand 
people or more at that mall. 
I guess I had passed several 
hundred at close range and so 
far hadn’t noticed a single stran- 
ge look. Believe me I was 
looking! I’m glad I didn’t 
quit at that point and go back to 
the motel. Things weren't 
quite as smooth as they seemed. 


Wandering down the mall I 


noticed a curious look from a 
teenage girl. She excitedly con- 
ferred with her companions and 
I got some more curious looks. 
Perhaps I should have smiled 
and tried to stare them down 
but I chose to walk on and 
ignore them. A few minutes 
later a girl came up to me and 
asked the time. I can’t swear she 
was part of the group but I! 
strongly suspect so. She hurried 
off and I heard some giggles. 
I wandered off the other direc- 
tion. 


My confidence was somewhat 
shaken but I was still intact. 
The vast majority of people 
didn’t seem to be paying me 
any attention. I ended up 
at another drug store and picked 
up a couple of cosmetic items. 
The only check out aisle was 
attended by a young lady. | 
judged she gave me somewhat 
more scrutiny than necessary 
but she took my money. No 
“Thank you Mamm” but the 
lady in front of me didn’t get 
that either. Altogether, incon- 
clusive but I tended to think 
she strongly suspected. 


Some time later I decided to 
leave the mall and as I was 
walking through the parking lot 
another young lady asked me the 
time. Either women get asked 
the timed more than men or I 
was being tested. This time I 
had to talk louder and I may 
have given myself away more. 
She trotted off and I didn’t 
try to follow her to see if she was 
sent as a scout. With those three 
incidents and perhaps a couple 
of other curious looks from 
mall patrons I made it through. 


My next stop was dinner. My 
other ‘dressed dinners” had been 
in the company of other TV’s 
in a noted liberal district of 
town. While certainly not a 
particularly gay restaurant, the 
particular place we went was 
used to all kinds of customers. 
Service was always polite but 
noncommittal. This particular 


Saturday I was nowhere near 
this restaurant and I wanted 
a test of the general population. 
I chose an inexpensive cafeteria- 
style restaurant which caters 
to older people and _ people 
with young children. The 
cafeteria aspect allowed me to 
get through it all with a mini- 
mum of conversation. The 
clerk (will they ever run out 
of perceptive young women) 
gave me more than a curious 
glance. She took my money 
but I was certain I was read. 
The meal was uneventful and 
I only really noticed one person 
giving me special attention. By 
now I wished for a dark corner 
of a dark restaurant but no 
such luck. I ended up with a 
well exposed table in the middle. 
I made tasteful quick work 
of my meal and left. 


My final stop was a movie. 
I figured after all the encounters 
so far the movie would be sim- 
ple. What is the risk in a dark 
auditorium compared to a bright- 
ly lit, crowded mall? I ended 
up at a multi-theater complex. 
I paid and went in without 
incident. It seemed the cleanest 
close encounter of the day. 
(And it was still broad daylight!) 
I sat though the last half of 
the first movie of a double fea- 
ture and made it through the 
intermission with the lights up. 
No looks or comments | could 
detect. About forty-five min- 
utes into the second feature 
I made a significant decision. 
With some trepidation I decided 
to answer my call of nature. 
I went to the Ladies’ room of 
course, t ing to time it when 
there wouldnt be crowds waiting 
for a movie to start. There 
was no one inside when I went 
in and I got out just as another 
woman was coming in. She 
seemed no problem, just a 
smile. I made it back to my 
seat and settled back with my 
success, or so I thought. 


It must have been a half hour 
later when who should come 
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down the aisle and stop right 
beside me but the manager! 
He asked me to come to the 
lobby with him. The bottom 
dropped out! I had no choice 
so I went. He motioned a short 
distance away where a police- 
man stood! It’s a good thing 
it happened quickly so I couldn’t 
dwell on it. We simply walked 
over to him. I ‘wish I could 
remember the exact words. 
Without preliminaries he said a 
few words that indicated that 
he and the manager knew imm- 
ediately and with one-hundred 
percent certainty that I was 
male ! Somehow I was sure 
that I would be _ protected 
by some element of doubt 
but there was none! Just when 
it seemed my world was about 
to end, sunshine broke into 
this black hole! They simply 
said that they knew I’d used 
the Ladies’ room and that some 
of the customers were upset 
about that kind of thing and 
that they didn’t want me using 
the bathrooms at that theater. 
Then they both made a point 
of saying there was no other 
problem. They sympathetically 
said they didn’t know what 
bathroom I should use, just 
not the Ladies’ room there. 
Then the manager said I should 
go back and enjoy the show! 


With weak knees I walked back 
into the auditorium and sat in 
my seat. I wanted to bolt imm- 
ediately but I decided to wait 
until the movie ended and leave 
with the crowd. By then I 
knew all the employees in the 
lobby must know about me 
and would be looking for me 
when I left. When the movie 
ended I left without incident. 
I went straight back to the 
motel where I reentered via 
the lobby and went to my 
room. 


What did I learn from the thea- 
ter incident? Not all the lessons 
are bad. I learned that I really 
cannot tell when I’ve been read. 
Some people will see through 


me and either not care or be 
polite enough to not show it. 
My guess is that I was read at 
the moment I entered the theatew 
I might have been given away 
by my voice, my height, my 
Adam’s Apple, my facial shape 
or some combination. It really 
doesn’t matter. When I went 
to the rest room they saw me 
and checked which seat I retur- 
ned to. They called the police 
and came to get me when he 
arrived. | assume there really 
weren’t any patron complaints, 
simply the management reading 
me and being careful. Obvious- 
ly the good news was that they 
were very tolerant about my 
being dressed in the first place. 
I think the manager was sincere 
in asking me to stay and enjoy 
the show. I believe the police- 
man was sincere in saying I was 
doing nothing wrong by simply 
being there dressed. Those 
are major pluses! Certainly 
some years ago it was fear of 
being read and presented to the 
police that kept me from going 
out dressed. I don’t know how 
representative my experience 
was. I mentioned that my town 
is liberal 1 think the police 
are trained to be careful of 
even cross dressers’ civil rights. 
Still, I’m sure I broke some 
law by using the Ladies’ room 
and there was no scene, no 
checking of ID, no nothing! 


Having this happen made me 
rethink the whole mall and 
cafereria experiences. I believe 
that there are a surprising num- 
ber of ordinary people out 
there now who are pretty tole- 
rant of unusual behavior like 
ours. The fact that they don’t 
react does not mean we have 
not been read, simply that 
they accept what we’re doing. 
What I now need to do (and 
perhaps others in my same 
boat) is decide if it matters. 
Sure, I’d rather pass as a per- 
fect woman. I’d like the reac- 
tion that Tootsie got. But I 
have to remember that Tootsie 
was only a movie and _ those 


actors didn’t ‘‘read” Dustin Hoff- 
man because the script said 
they shouldn’t, not because he 
was perfect from all angles 
and distances. I’m pretty well 
convinced now that even with 
the best of training, clothes 
and makeup (and I know there’s 
much room for improvement) 
I’m still going to be read by 
a significant number of people. 
I estimate that I saw no reac- 
tion form ninety-nine percent 
of the people I came close to 
Saturday. Assuming that some 
of the ninety-nine percent act- 
ually saw through me but were 
polite enough to not show it 
that still means I fooled the 
vast majority of people. Even 
so, I consider that one or two 
percent who may have read 
me to be very significant though. 
1 know for certain that I will 
always have to be very careful 
in selecting my places and times 
to avoid trouble because I should 
assume that I will ALWAYS 
be read by someone.  That’s 
a sobering thought and it puts 
a bit of a damper on the fan- 
tasy I mentioned at the be- 
ginning. I am convinced now 
that I will never really be acc- 
epted as a woman. 


On the other hand I also know 
that if I’m willing to accept 
some hidden and not so hidden 
curiosity, I really can publicly 
wear women’s clothes, at least 
in a tolerant urban setting. 
Considering all the dire fears 
I’ve had about public ridicule 
over the years I look at this 
as a very positive conclusion. 
As I write this several days 
after the fateful Saturday my 
interest in dressing has definite- 
ly not diminished. I’m not 
anxious to repeat the theater 
experience but I’m certainly not 
going to go through a purge 
or confine my dressing to my 
bedroom. I may be entering 
a more healthy stage of accep- 
ting that I am a man dressing 
as a woman and that some 
people will see me as doing 
just that and it really won’t 
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matter to them or to me. I 
know many of our sisters have 
already reached that stage and 
I hope this description may 
help others to reach that point. 
Perhaps the ultimate goal of 
all this is to simply take pleasure 
in assuming the feminine image, 
fooling as many people as 
possible and relaxing in the 
knowledge that recognition by 
others is not the end of the 
world. I am certainly not 
encouraging foolhardy behavior. 
It’s important that we make 
sure the likelihood of jeopardi- 
zing our male lives is infinite- 
simal. That will depend upon 
how well you can disguise 
yourself, where you go, what 
you do and where you live. 
Still, many of us can stop suffer- 
ing from paranoia and get on 
with enjoying our hobby. Have 
fun! 


My personal journey thru 
transvestism is probably no dif- 
ferent from that experienced by 
most of us. Beginning with an 
attachment to lingerie, I grew 
from partial dressing to the point 
where I was only satisfied with 
the total transformation. For the 
past 8 years I have seldom dres- 
sed only partially, enjoying most 
the feelings and associations of 
becoming sensual and elegant 
when wearing lovely things. But 
even that failed to adequately 
satisfy me after a while, and I 
found myself asking the question 
“Is that all there is?” as I began 
to reach out for the first time to 
correspond with my sisters. 

Although I am certainly not 
a trained psychologist, my search 
for self-acceptance and self- un- 
derstanding has driven me to 
read everything written on the 
subject that I could find, re- 
gardless of how technical it 
might be. At first my concerns 
centered on the question of 
“why”, and after years of ag- 
onizing over this question I am 
finally satisfied within myself 
that I have a comfortable answer. 
Ironically, I reached that answer 
at about the same time that my 
wife concluded that it really 
didn’t matter why as long as I 
was honest with myself; all that 
was really important was that 
this was a need I had which 
had to be satisfied. 

The reading which served as 
the catalyst for my personal 
conclusion, the “why”’ quest- 
ion began in the “Playboy” series 
on “Human Sexuality”. In an 
article entitled ‘The Sex Chem- 
icals” by Jo Durden—Smith and 
Diane De Simone (April 1982) 
the research of Dr. Gunter Dor- 
ner, head of the Institute for 
Experimental Endocrinology at 
Humbolt University, East Berlin, 
was described at great length. 
Dr. Dorner’s central thesis is that 
the hypothalmus of the brain is 


preprogrammed endocrinologic- 
ally as far as gender behavior is 
conderned. Although, as with 
scientific theory, differences of 
opinion do exist, Dr. Dorner’s 
work is attracting many advo- 
cates in this country who are 
professionals in the area of 
transgendral behavior. So, I’m 
satisfied that I was born with a 
predisposition that was activated 
and nurtured during my youth. 

So, now that I think I know 
why and where I am, I find 
myself compelled to search for 
the answer to the question of 
“Where am I going?”, just as I 
was inexorably drawn towards 
full dressing from my _ initial 
beginnings. 

A great deal of my quest for 
self-understanding is rooted in 
the revolution in American sex- 
ual thinking that has taken place 
in the last 10 years. Thanks large- 
ly to the partnership of feminism 
and science which exists because 
the parties to it are asking the 
same questions, the definitions 
of masculine and feminine 
behavior are changing. What , 
besides the obvious, social be- 
haviorists are asking, is a male? 
a female? Is anyone wholly 
feminine or masculine, or are we 
all at different points on a con- 
tinuum? I have long believed the 
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latter, that each of us is a collect- 
ion of what society has arbitrar- 
ily defined as masculine of femi- 
nine characteristics, but which 
sum up to each person’s own 
unique personality. 1 think that 
it is the extreme variety of per- 
sonalities that makes life inter- 
esting; i.e. “vive la difference!” 
I look forward to the day when 
each of us is free to honestly 
express our full personality 
without arbitrary societal con- 
straints. 

Thus I agree with ERIN’S 
observation that we are all 
women as well as men; some of 
us more so than others. Those of 
us who have recognized that 
feminine inner part of our being, 
whatever its’size, are on the path 
to full personality expression, 
which is the wav I interpreted 
the meaning of the original name 
of Tri-Ess ““FPE’’. Crossdressing 
should cause us to examine our 
attitudes towards what it really 
means to be a woman and the 
affectations many consider pri- 
mary to feminine behavior.-. For 
me that has been a most en- 
lightening process. 

In the process I have be- 
come a feminist (although you'll 
never catch me burning my bra!). 
The feminist movement originat- 
ed in the need for society to ab- 


andon its tradition bound and 
stereotyped roles for men and 
women. I am quite comfortable 
with the more flexible role 
definitions; I enjoy cooking, 
reading, and the arts, and share 
with my wife the responsibilit 
ies for grocery shopping, 
and doing the laundry. But I do 
not have to be wearing a dress 
to do these things, for they are 
simply tasks to be done, not 
“women’s work.” This is one 
area which has proved quite a 
puzzlement to me; it appears 
that in all that I have read the 
“traditional” transvestite view of 
women is quite stilted. This has 
let to much criticism of TV 
groups in the professional liter- 
ature. 

Deborah Heller Feinbloom, 
in her book “Transvestites and 
Transsexuals, Mixed Views”, was 
far more sympathetic towards 
transsexuals than transvestites 
becouse the TV group she work- 
ed with in her research exhib- 
ited an overwhelmingly “un— 
liberated” caricature like view of 
what it meant to be a woman. 
My wife has seconded this opin- 
ion, asking why so many of the 
published TV stories and articles 
concentrate on the affectations 
rather than the essence of being 
feminine. Although I too feel the 
thrill at successfully doing some- 
thing as a female in public, and 
enjoy vicariously others’ sense of 
triumph in their stories, I find 
the overemphasis and glorificat- 
ion of imitation housewifery a 
detraction from the real search 
for personal expression. 

I certainly enjoy the trans- 
formation which gives my femin- 
ine inner being visual and physic- 
al affirmation. It will always be 
a joy to don soft , lovely, glam- 
orous clothes, and to complete 
my makeup to project outwardly 
the glow of femininity I feel in- 
side. But I find it trivial to dwell 
on how I did my nails and hair 
or what accessories I chose;I do 


not feel that such affectations 
have anything to do with the 
self-recognition of my woman- 
hood, which is more a matter of 
how I feel rether than how I 
As Erin asked, “Can you be- 
come a woman without any of 
the external trappings?” My goal 
is to strive for a fully integrated 
personality that encompasses the 
best features of my feminine and 
masculine selves. In that regard I 
strive for “wholeness” as one 
person regardless of what I am 
wearing, recognizing that I am a 
woman as well as a man at the 
same time and can react honest- 
ly to my emotions. 

I have found that many 
women (my wife included) have 
great difficulty accepting our 
motivations for crossdressing 
when so much emphasis seems to 
be placed on surface values and 
affectations. In that regard the 
“A ” to “ F’ rating scale for 
wives may be counterproductive, 
mainly because it constrains com- 
munication. We transvestites must 
all reach inside and become ex- 
tremely sensitive to what women 
really are if we are to hope to 
achieve womanhood as well as 
understanding and acceptance 
from our mates. Although my 
wife prefers not to participate 
in my crossdressing at the current 
time, she is still an “A” wife 
because she encourages me to 
explore and fully develop the 
best facets of my _ personality. 
And I feel that this is the most 
important support that can be 
provided. 

I am very interested in how 
other sisters feel about this and 
I’d welcome their comments. It 
is entirely possible that the 
“liberated”? vs. “unliberated” at- 
titudes and versions of woman- 
hood are rooted in our “gen- 
erational age’’ just as we find it 
in society in general. I find it easy 
to support my wife’s struggle for 
a self-fulfilling career as I would 
not want to be restricted to the 
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“traditional” woman’s role my- 
self. Freedom from arbitrary con- 
straints would benefit both men 
and women of all persuasions 
of personality. 

All of this does not mean 
that dressing as “Jamie” is un- 
important, for it- will always 
provide visual affirmation of my 
inner sense of feminity. I think it 
just means that Jamie and Jim 
are really the same gentle, caring, 
sensitive person who can cry at 


any b emotional scene in amovie 
regardless of whether or not 
he/she’s wearing a dress. There 
will probably always be some 
element of role playing in my 
crossdressing. In Virginia Woolf’s 
“Orlando”, a fantasy about an 
Elizabethan gentleman who, in the 
19th century, turns into a Vic- 
torian gentlewoman, the novel’s 
androgynous protagonist says 
about clothes: ‘Vain trifles as 
they seem, clothes have, they 
say, More important offices than 
merely to keep us warm. They 
change our view of the world 
and the world’s view of us...... 
Thus, there is much to support 
the view that it is the clothes 
that wear us and not we them; 
we may make them take the mold 
of our arm or breast; but they 
would mold our hearts, our brains, 
our tongues to their liking. ” How- 
ever, I feel that only by striving 
for full ‘‘personhood,” rather than 
emphasizing two distinct person— 
alities and concentrating on affect- 
ations, will I achieve womanhood 
and find true inner _ peace. 


Several possible causes have 
been proposed to explain the 
origin of TV and TS compuls- 
ions. These have included such 
common ideas as early condi- 
tioning by parents or sisters— 
boys being dressed or treated as 
girls when young-and such far 
out ideas as a male having been 
a female in a previous life and 
carrying over some of the earlier 
feminine characteristics. Doctors 
and psychologists have mostly 
been quiet on the subject. To 
me, the most convincing evid- 
ence of their lack of insight TS 
and TV thinking is their inabil- 
ity to deal with TV and TS men- 
tal states except by changing 
the person’s anatomy to fit 
the person’s self image. Only 
relatively rare genetic intersex 
individuals like those with 
Kleinfelter’s Syndrome have 
been satisfactorily explained. In 
addition, the cultural condition- 
ing theory is largely negated, 
in my opinion, by the wide 
variety of contemporary and 
historical cultures which have 
produced TVs. Ancient cul- 
tures from the time of Chnist, 
modern Red China, and Moslem 
Indonesia all have TVs. 

This lack of understanding 
about why people are TVs 
produces real anxieties for par- 
ents and spouses of TVs and 
for the TVs themselves. Ques- 


tions such as, ‘Did my parents 
deliberately make me a TV?’ 
or ‘Will I make my son into a 
TV if I crossdress in his pre- 
sence?’ or ‘Why can’t some- 
body cure TVism?’ all remain 
unanswerable. Both doubt and 
guilt tend to fill these 
information gaps for TVs as 
well as everybody to whom 
they _ relate. Some resent 
scientific evidence, however, 
provides the most reasonable 
explanation so far of why 
TVism occurs. ALthough the 
evidence is inconclusive yet, it 
fits what I know about TVism 
so well and serves to reduce my 
problems so well, that I believe 
that other TVs should know 
about it. 

In spite of all of the advert- 
ising and government hoopla 
about sexual equality in the 
past few years, increasing num- 
bers of scientists are finding 
inequalities. These differences 
include aspects of metabolism, 
anatomy, and _ biochemistry 
which are far outside the realm 
of obvious differences in sex 
organs. The differences occur 
at all levels—molecular, tissue, 
organ, and the whole animal. 
The differences occur long be- 
fore birth through complex in- 
terplay between hormones from 
the mother’s sex organs, hor- 
mones from the fetus’s de- 
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POSSIBLE CAUSE OF 
TRANSVESTISM AND 
‘© TRANSSEXUALISM 


Sincerely, Linda 


veloping sex and hormone or- 
gans, and the ways in which the 
mother and the fetus each 
protect (or fail to protect) 
themselves from each others 
hormones. I'll paraphrase in 
non-technical language the con- 
clusions from a recent article 
to explain further. 

Hormones are of funda- 
mental importance to the de- 
velopment of sex differences in 
brain function. In mammals, 
the hormones released by the 
fetal testis are important for 
masculine sexual differentiation. 
Female hormones may or may 
not be important for develop- 
ment of a feminine _ brain. 
Either low male hormone in 
males or low female hormone 
in females may actively pro- 
mote the development of fe- 
minine behavioral traits. Sen- 
sitivity to the differentiating 
effects of the hormones is high 
during early development. UI- 
timately, the effects of early 
hormone exposure produce 
changes in the brain at structural 
and functional levels. How hor- 
mones produce these changes is 
unknown. 

Scientists have stated se- 
veral cautions about this infor- 
mation. First, the data come 
strictly from experimental ani- 
mals- rats, mice, monkeys, ham- 
Sters, and birds. Man coul¢ 


well be different in either de- 
gree or kind. Second, the 
systems are very complex and 
are only partly understood. If 
they were simple, they would 
have been known years ago. 
Thus the interpretations may 
change as more details are 
learned. One scientist speci- 
fically warned against using his 
data to explain homosexuality. 
I Suspect that he was unfamiliar 
with TVism because, in my 
opinion, the information fits 
TVism much better than it 
fits homosexuality and he might 
have been tempted to make 
correlations with TVism if he 
had known about it. As a 
biological scientist who is also a 
TV, however, I believe that 
TVs should know about these 
ideas, recognize that this is 
not the final word, and then 
benefit from using the know- 
ledge. 

Let me show you how I 
use this information to ‘ex- 
plain’ many aspects of my TV 
behavior. Doing this helps me 
to learn to live with myself and 
to decide what to do or not to 
do about my TVism. I Hope 
that other TVs will benefit 
similarly. 

1. My Tv behavior and 
thinking was produced by hor- 
mone inbalances during fetal de- 
velopment which feminized part 
of my brain, but left other parts 
wholly male. My upbringing, 
parents, and my social and cul- 
tural environment had only min- 
or influences—in my case, to re- 
press it. This also explains 
why the practice which was 
common in the last century 
of dressing small boys as girls 
until several years af age, of- 
ten had no effect. If they have a 
masculine brain structure, it 
can’t be feminized after birth. 
Further, since TVism is a bio- 
logical (physiological) problem 
and not a cultural or social or 


psychological one, this explains 
why it has occured throughout 
history all over the world. 


2. Because different parts 
of the brain have their critical 
periods of sexual development at 
different times, a hormonal im- 
balance will have different ef- 
fect, different degrees of effect, 
or even no effect, depending on 
when it occurs and how long 
and how strongly it acts. This 
explains to me why there are 
so many different degrees of 
TVism and suggests that the 
most extreme case of femini- 
zation of a male brain is TSism. 
Since homosexuals are not very 
feminine, they may not fit 
into this spectrum at all. This 
assures me that I will not auto- 
maticaly become a homosexual 
if exposed to it (most TVs 
detest homosexuality, me in- 
cluded). If homosexuality also 
results from a hormone im- 
balance, then perhaps the hor- 
mones are differnt than for 
TVs or the part of the brain 
being affected is different. Since 
I don’t already have homosexual 
tendencies, I’m not going to 
automatically develop them be- 
cause I’m a TV. 

3. Once the brain, or at 
least the critical portions of it 
related to sex behavior, have 
developed into a particular de- 
gree of masculine and feminine 
patterns of a particular fetus, 
then the pattern remains that 
way for life. This explains 
to me why TVism can’t be cured- 
-it’s built-in just like a chip 
circuit in any Modern elec- 
tronic device. The psycho- 
logist’s explanation that TVism 
can’t be cured because it’s too 
pleasant has some truth to it, 
but doesn’t work for me. I 
also have a lot of guilt and 
tension that goes with my 
TVism that I would be glad 
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to unload. The animal ex- 
periments suggest that TV be- 
havior is a structuarl part of 
you, although no TV should 
flaunt his TVism just as no 
cripple should flaunt his im- 
pairment. Also, TV compulsions 
have decreased or disappered in 
a few older men, perhaps from 
decreased male hormone after 
the male change of life, but 
this also happens uncommonly. 
Most men show only a slow 
decrease in hormone levels as 
they get older and most TVs 
remain TVs for life. I had 
hoped that my TV compulsions 
might disappear after my male 
‘menopause’, but they didn’t 
change at all. It looks like 
I’m among the unfortuantely 
typical. 

4. Finally, all this means 
to me that Tvs should deal real- 
istically with their feminine side 
and should arrive at a com- 
fortable compromise within 
themselves and with wives, child- 
ren, and parents. You must 
learn to live with it because, 
although it may have its ups 
and downs, it’s not going to go 
away and it can’t be treated, 
at least not in the foreseeable 
future. For any one TV, this 
may mean anything from ‘com- 
ing out of the closet’ to 
deciding to refrain entirely from 
crossdressing to protect your 
job, wife, or children. In any 
case, I hope that having a ra- 
tional and workable perspective 
on why you are a TV will make 
such choices easier. 


For those who would like 
to read the scientific articles, 
nine appeared in SCIENCE (Am- 
erican Associate for the Ad- 
vancement of Science) for 20 
March 1981 (Volume 211, No. 
4488, pp 1263-1324). One 
additional, less technical article 
on brain feminization appeared 
in the March, 1981, issue of 
DISCOVERY. 
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First, the letter: 


From ‘London Life’, circa 1910. 


I always liked drawing and reading rather than 
sports. When I was fifteen I was sent to an aunt 
who took care of me. She had bought a new 
pair of shoes one day, a pair of smart satin high 
heeled shoes, and I was admiring them. They 
had the effect of making me tall. The following 
day my aunt called me into her room and there 
had me don silk stockings, garters and a pair 
of high heeled shoes. Then she ordered me to 
take off my outer clothes and put me into a 
firmly boned corset, knickers, a vest and a black 
silk dress. 


Yours sincerely, 
S. WALLAH. 


Now, the story behind the letter: 


We lived in the country, my mother and father 
and I. Father commuted to his business in 
London every Monday, staying over at his 
club until Friday when he could come home to 
us again. I was taught by a governess who 
visited the house each day for the period of my 
lessons. She was a lovely governess, very sweet 
and feminine and quite young. There were no 
boys in our area and so I was lonely some of the 
time. Mother and Miss Spriggs tried to make 
up for my lonliness by spending as much time 
with me as possible. Father, I rarely saw. Even 
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“BEHIND THE LETTERS 
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at weekends when he was at home he preferred 
riding to hound and playing tennis to talking 
with me. Mother was also very pretty and I 
always thought she wore the lovliest clothes I 
had ever seen. She was soft and cuddley and 
smelt of bath soap and scent. 


Miss Spriggs recognised very early my talent for 
drawing and reading out loud and she en- 
couraged these talents. I tried tennis once 
but I didn’t like it very much. It made me hot 
and smelly. I think it was the only sport I ever 
tried. I preferred to be with pretty Miss Spriggs 
reading and drawing. I know that Mummy and 
Miss Spriggs were very fond of me. They were 
always telling me what a lovely boy I was and I 
had lots of hugs and cuddles from both of 
them. So I always tried to please them by 
doing my work and staying clean and never 
making a fuss. 


One morning my mother called into the room 
where Miss Spriggs and I worked. She asked 
Miss Spriggs if she could be alone with me for 
a few minutes and when she had gone she told 
me that she and Daddy had to go away on bus- 
iness for a while and that they were sailing for 
America the following week. Miss Spriggs was 
going to be given a months leave and I was to 
stay in London with my mother’s sister Jane. 
I was sad that they were going away, especially 
my mother but I liked Aunt Jane and I loved 
to visit London so I didn’t think it would be too 
bad. 


We took the carriage all the way into London 
on the day they were leaving and called by Aunt 
Jane’s house in Kensington High Street where 


me and my bags were left. Amid tearfull fare- 
wells, while my mother and father went on to 
Victoria Station to train to Southhampton. 
Aunt Jane made me feel very welcome. She 
took me to her spare room which was a very 
pretty room, all lace and ruffles and a view 
over a park. Aunt Jane was much younger 
than mother and lived alone except for her 
housekeeper cook. She was also a very pretty 
lady and very fashionable. Her lady friends 
visited often while I was there and took tea 
together and on other days Aunt Jane would go 
out and I would be left to myself to read and 
draw. Once or twice Aunt Jane introduced me 
to her lady friends who were all young and very 
pretty and laughed a great deal. Once she said 
something which embarrassed me. 


‘Steven is much too pretty for a boy don’t you 
think?’ 


Her lady friends all tittered and I ran off feeling 
very hot under the collar. Later that evening she 
apologised for embarrassing me but she also 
said it was true that I would have made a lovely 
girl. My mother and Miss Spriggs had said much 
the same thing on other occasions so I was used 
to it really. Just not in front of all those ladies. 


Once Aunt Jane bought a new pair of shoes. 
They were the most beautiful shoes I had ever 
seen. I was there when she unwrapped them 
and I held one in my hand and marvelled at it. 
They were bright red satin with high fine heels, 
so delicate that I could hardly imagine how 
anyone could walk in them. Aunt Jane took 
off the shoes she was wearing and slipped on the 
red satin shoes and held up her dress and dis- 
played her pretty ankles for me and walked 
in them. 


‘There you are,’ she said. ‘It’s easy to walk 
in them, they won’t break.’ 


She took them off and passed them over to me. 
‘Here you try,’ she insisted. 


I took off my shoes and socks and put them on 
my feet and stood and tried to walk in them. 
They made me feel tall and made me walk very 
erect. I had trouble with the high heels. Aunt 
Jane laughed her pretty laugh. 


‘They look very nice on you,’ she said. ‘I hope 
they look as nice on me.’ ‘You wear them for 


a while, break them in for me.’ 


She went off to change for dinner and I walked 
up and down my room in them, eventually get- 
ting quite used to the feel of them. I stopped 
at the window and watched some boys playing 
in the park. I did not want to play with them 
but I wondered what they would think if they 
knew I was walking around the house in my 
Aunt’s high heeled shoes. I laughed about that 
thinking how smart I was to be able to do it. 
A little later Aunt Jane came by and took the 
shoes away from me. 


‘You can wear them again some other time,’ she 
offered, smiling. 


The very next night a most strange thing hap- 
pened. I was lying on my bed reading ‘Alice In 
Wonderland’ when my Aunt came by. 


‘Steve, darling, I want you to come into my 
room for a few moments.’ 


I got up and followed her down the hall to her 
beautiful bedroom. It was a huge room, furn- 
ished all in white lace and painted in a pretty 
apricot colour. Aunt Jane ushered me into her 
room. On the bed I noticed a pair of her lovely 
sheer silk stockings, so fine you could see the 
coverlet through them. The red shoes were 
alongside them and a pair of blue garters. 


‘Darling take off your shoes and socks, will you. 
I think there is something wrong with my red 
shoes and they were very expensive. I’d like to 
see them on you to see if I can make it out.’ 


Obligingly I removed my shoes and socks. 


‘You'll need these, darling, in order for me to 
see properly,’ she said bringing me the silk 
stockings and she eased my toes into them and 
rolled them up my legs and slipped the garters 
into place around my ankles. She was about to 
pull them up into place when she stopped. 


-‘Oh Steven that’s no good. Those knee britches 


won't help me to see how they look.’ 


She stood up and went to her wardrobe and 
took out a pair of satin knickers. ‘I'll turn my 
back while you take off your britches and put 
these on for me.’ 


I was a little embarassed at wearing my Aunt’s 


knickers and stockings but obliging as ever I 
did as I was asked. The satin knickers felt very 
cool and light in place of my woollen britches. 
Aunt Jane turned back to me and finished 
rolling the stockings high onto my thighs and 
pulled the garters up into place. Then she put 
the shoes on the floor and I stepped into them 
and Aunt Jane stepped back and examined my 
feet and legs. 


‘Hmmm. I can’t quite tell without the hem of 
the dress hanging over them,’ she said. Then 
suddenly, ‘I know. We’ll have to do this pro- 
perly. Take off your shirt and sweater, Steven.’ 


She went back to her wardrobe and took out 
what I recognised to be a corset, a woman’s 
vest and two long silk petticoats. I panicked 
when I saw what she intended for me but I 
could not bring myself to be rude. Slowly I 
removed my shirt and sweater. Determinedly, 
Aunt Jane approached me with the boned corset 
and wrapped it around my body and began 
lacing it. She pulled it in very tightly making 
me wonder how I might breathe and as my 
waist became smaller I noticed that the upper 
flesh was thrust upwards until it looked as 
though I had a real bosom. This completed, 
she put the vest on me and tucked it into the 
elastic top of the knickers. Then she placed the 
petticoats over my head and tied them tightly 
around my waist. She stood back and examined 
me again. 


‘Hmmm,’ she said, ‘that’s better. Walk for me 
Steven, will you please.’ 


Somewhat dazed I walked back and forth for 
her on the red satin high heeled shoes, the pet- 
ticoats swishing around my silk stockinged legs. 
1 wondered why I was doing this, what on earth 
my Aunt was up to. But I also vaguely thought 
the experience to be a pleasant one. 


‘No look I’m sorry Steven,’ Aunt Jane said, 
shaking her head,’ I can’t tell yet because the 
white is wrong against the red shoes. Just a 
minute.’ 


She went back to the wardrobe and took out a 
beautiful black silk dress. I blanched at the 
thought of what she was going to do now, but 
I was too shocked and humiliated to object. 


With some trouble she eased the dress ovér my 
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head and down over my body until its billowing 
skirt fell around my ankles. At my back she 
fastened the buttons and tied the waist tightly. 
Then she came back to the front again and I 
had to walk again for her. 


‘That’s really strange,’ she said. ‘I can’t see a 
single thing wrong with those shoes. In fact 
they look very pretty on you indeed.’ 


She lifted her eyes from my feet to my face. 


‘In fact, Steven, you look quite amazingly 
pretty. I always said you would make a wonder- 
ful girl. Now that we’ve gone this far, let me 
finish you off before we get you undressed 
again.’ 


She took my hand and I followed docile as a 
lamb to the slaughter. She had me sit at her 
dresser and added kohl to my eyes, rouge to 
my cheeks and lips and a pair of diamond 
drop earrings to my ears. 


I stood up again when she had finished, in an 
absolute quandary. Here I was, a boy in my 
Aunt’s dressing room and dressed completely 
from head to toe in her underwear, dress and 
makeup. Even now she wasn’t finished. From a 
drawer she took a long dark-haired wig. While I 
stood transfixed, she placed it in position on my 
head and brushed the hair out straight down to 
beyond my shoulders. She was smiling now, all 
the time and obviously enjoying herself. I wish 
I could say the same for myself. I felt most 
strange indeed. I was flushed and light headed 
and my heart was pumping quite hard. Her 
handiwork complete, Aunt Jane stood back to 
examine me. 


‘Ah, Steven, I was right,’ she said. ‘You are 
quite stunningly pretty. Your boyishness is all 
gone. You are the complete young lady. Come 
and see.’ 


Again she took me by the hand and led me to 
her cheval mirror where I was able to see myself 
for the first time. If I was feeling strange 
before I saw my reflection I felt quite shocked 
when I did see it. My Aunt was right. The 
reflection showed a very pretty young woman 
who bore almost no resemblance to the Steven I 
had become used to. I simply did not know 
what to think. Even in my state of shock I 
knew that the young lady in the mirror was 


very attractive to me. I felt pleased by this 
and felt immediately sad that I might not see 
her again. At the same time I felt that I should 
not be dressed this way and looking so feminine, 
being a boy. Even while I was contemplating 
this conundrum Aunt Jane once again took 
my hand and began to lead me almost forcibly 
from the room. 


‘Where...where are we going,’ I cried out. 


‘I simply must show you to Mrs. Kinross,’ Aunt 
Jane said as we proceeded headlong down the 
corridor and onto the staircase. 


‘Oh no, ’I pleaded, trying to hold back, but she 
was much too forcefull and besides I was nearly 
tripping in the high heels and long skirt and I 
had no choice but to follow on behind, red with 
embarrassment. 


* Mrs. Kinross, Mrs. Kinross come and see my 
neice, Stephanie,’ Aunt Jane was calling by the 
time we reached the bottom of the stairs and in 
a moment Mrs. Kinross was in the living room 
and I displayed before her, head hung and 
shamefaced. 


‘ Why it’s young Steven,’ Mrs. Kinross cried 
delightedly,’ and how pretty he looks. 
Stephanie, did you say, Miss Elcart, how very 
suitable. Is it two young ladies for dinner 
then? 


‘ Oh yes,’ Aunt Jane agreed,’ what a wonderful 
idea Mrs. Kinross. Stephanie shall dine with me 
tonight.’ She turned to me. ‘ Won’t you 
Stephanie, dear?’ 


I was too embarassed to answer. I could almost 
not believe that this was happening. 


‘Of course she will, Mrs. Kinross. She’s a little 
shy just yet but we'll be ready when you call us.’ 


Mrs. Kinross left the room and Aunt Jane sat 
me down on the sofa and went to the other side 
of the room where she picked up another cheval 
mirror and brought it over and set it down in 
front of me. 


‘ Now then Stephanie, dear, tell me what you 
see in the mirror?’ 
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Almost in tears I looked at Aunt Jane and then 
into the mirror. 


‘I... L..see a girl,’ I stuttered my answer. 

‘And who is she Stephanie dearest, who is she?’ 
‘She..she...is me.’ 

‘Give the girl a name, dear.’ 


“ Steve,’ I answered, doggedly determined not to 
say a girl’s equivalent. 


‘ Now then, Steven’s not a girls name is it. 
Come on now, what’s the girl’s name?’ 


I paused for a moment but I knew that I was 
defeated. ‘ Stephanie’, I said very softly. 


“ And who is Stephanie,’ my Aunt persisted? 
‘ Me,’ I replied still very softly. 

‘ Good girl,’ Aunt Jane said, but a small tear 
rolled down my cheek and I felt anything but 
good. ‘ Now stand up dear.’ 

I stood. 

‘Tell me this now. You liked the high heels 
yesterday. Do you like them today, specially 
with the stockings underneath them?’ 
Hesitatingly, I nodded. 

“ Now swirl about a little and tell me does not 
the soft silk of the petticoats feel pleasant 
against your pretty legs and ankles?’ 

I swirled. It did feel pleasant. ‘Yes,’ I nodded. 
‘And is the girl in the mirror pretty, Stephanie? 
Does she not have lovely dark flashing eyes, and 


rosy cheeks and full red lips.?’ 


‘Yes,’ I admitted and another small tear rolled 
down the other cheek. 


‘There then, Aunt Jane gently admonished, ‘Why 
the little tears then?’ 


“‘Because...because I’m a boy,’ I cried. 


‘Darling its true that mostly you are a boy, but 
tonight you are most certainly a girl. And since 
you have just admitted that your clothes feel 
nice and that you are, indeed, pretty, why 
not enjoy being what you are for the night. 
Now dry your eyes with this and soon we’ll 
have a lovely meal together.’ 


I took the lacey handkerchief she offered me 
and patted my eyes dry and went to hand the 
hanky back to Aunt Jane. 


‘Tuck it in your sleeve Stephanie. That’s where 
girls wear them when they are not carrying a 
handbag. And now let’s have a little glass of 
sherry. I’m quite sure it will make you feel 
better. Sit down, dear.’ 


I sat again and Aunt Jane rang for Mrs. Kinross 
who appeared almost immediately. 


‘Could Stephanie and I have a small glass of 
sherry please Mrs. Kinross,’ Aunt Jane asked, 
and in just a moment the housekeeper was 
back with two small glasses on a tray. 1 took 
it although I had never drank sherry before and 
sipping at it I noticed how it warmed my insides 
and did indeed begin to make me feel better. 


‘“ You know you really are quite remarkably 
pretty,’ Aunt Jane said, half way through 
her glass. 


* Thank you,’ | said, lowering my eyes demurely, 
and in doing so it occured to me that she had 
won. My reaction to her compliment was, 
indeed, a very feminine one. 


She sat down beside me and took my hand, 
smiling. ‘Feeling better?’ 


I nodded and tried a smile back. 


“We really must take a little walk in the night 
air after dinner. That'll perk you up.’ 


‘Oh dear, must we,’ I said, again momentarilly 
dismayed. 


‘Of course, we must. It’ll be good for you. Be- 
sides we can’t hide such a pretty face indoors 
forever.’ 


Mrs. Kinross called us to our meal. I did not 
manage to talk very much during dinner. I was 
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too engrossed with my own thoughts. I kept 
having visions of my own reflection in the 
mirrors. I was indeed very pretty as a girl. Too 
pretty for a boy. Perhaps I should have been 
one, I thought. I actually did like the picture of 
myself I had from the mirror and I certainly was 
enjoying what I was wearing. 


‘Penny for your thoughts, Stephanie dear,’ 
Aunt Jane said as the meal neared its com- 
pleation. 


‘Oh, oh, nothing really,’ I answered, shaken 
from my reverie. ‘I was just thinking that, 
..well...yes, I'd love to take a walk after dinner.’ 


When we had finished our repast Aunt Jane and 
I got up from the table and she examined my 
appearance, made a few adjustments to my 
make-up and gave me a small clutch bag to 


carry. 


‘Girls never go on the street without a handbag,’ 
she said. 


We left the house by the front door which led 
directly onto the street. It was a warm 
night and there were a number of people out 
strolling and taking advantage of the night air. I 
suddenly felt very nervous about venturing out 
of doors clad entirely in female clothes. But 
Aunt Jane re-assured me as we walked across the 
street to the park perimetre and I took a deep 
breath and decided to enjoy it. We did not 
meet anyone we knew during our walk but Aunt 
Jane nodded to a few distant acquiantances 
who I smiled and nodded back and who smiled 
at me too although they could not possibly 
have known who I was. As best I could I smiled 
back, specially as soon as it had become ap- 
parent that my disquise was effective and that 
no one thought me to be anything other than 
what I appeared to be. 


Back at the house Aunt Jane asked me if I had 
enjoyed myself and I had to admit that I had. 
She came with me to my room where she helped 
me out of the pretty women’s clothes I had been 
wearing and in my own night attire I climbed 
into bed and drifted off amid pleasant dreams of 
silks and satins. For the next few days the 
affair was not mentioned and I reverted back to 
being plain old Steven. But more than once 
Stephanie drifted into my mind and I wondered 
if I would ever see her again. Sure enough on a 


Thursday morning Aunt Jane came into my 
bedroom soon after I was awake. 


‘Steve,’ she announced, sitting on the end of my 
bed, ‘I so much enjoyed Stephanie’s visit the 
other evening I would be delighted if she would 
visit again. If you would please come into my 
room the minute you have = your bath I 
would certainly appreciate it.’ 


Then she left the room. I lay back on the bed 
for a few minutes. Aunt Jane had made it a 
demand rather than a request ans I could not 
see how I might refuse. Besides I wasn’t even 
sure that I wanted to refuse. So in a state of 
mild excitement, I climbed from the bed and 
ran my bath and soaked in it for a few minutes 
and then dried myself off, put on dressing gown 
and went off to Aunt Jane’s room. She was 
already dressed and waiting for me with a vari- 
ety of her clothes spread out over the bed. 
She gave me a pair of deliciously soft silk 
knickers to put on to cover myself up following 
which I removed my dressing gown and in or- 
der put on the lovely sheer silk stockings, 
garters, the satin vest and voluminous petti- 
coats. There followed the favorite red high- 
heeled shoes and finally a brillant wine-colored 
velvet frock. Once I was dressed in these items, 
she made up my face again and added the long 
wig. In the mirror Stephanie had returned 
and I thought she looked quite lovely. 


Mrs. Kinrose served breakfast for us, showing 
great delight in the reappearance of Stephanie. 
After breakfast Aunt Jane spent some time 
showing me how to do needlepoint, a craft I 
found absorbing as my drawing. At ten-thirty, 
to my shock and horror, the doorbell rang 
and a dozen of Aunt Jane’s lady friends began 
to file into the drawing room. I had forgotten 
that this was a Thursday ritual of my Aunt’s 
and it was obvious to me that she had arranged 
it deliberately so that the ladies could meet me. 
Since it was too late to escape I had no choice 
but to brazen it out. Aunt Jane introduced me 
‘to each in turn and all expressed pleasure 
in meeting the “niece” Aunt Jane had written 
about. They were all very nice and it was ap- 
parent to me that none of them knew that I 
was really a young man and so, with nothing to 
cover up, I could behave perfectly normal 
and see if I could get away with it. To my great 
delight I found that I was successful. Under the 
circumstances and with so little training | 


thought that I behaved in a remarkably feminine 
fashion, being genuinely interested in all of the 
points of discussion and was happy to show 
them my drawings and my recent attempts at 
needlepoint. 


When they had all gone, Aunt Jane returned 
to the living room. 


“Stephanie, my dear,” she said, smiling broad- 
ly,” you were absolutely charming. You are 
such a natural girl I think you must have always 
been meant to be one and I think that we should 
keep you as a girl for the duration of your 
stay. What do you say?” 


“Well, Aunt Jane,” I stammered, just a little 
flustered by it all, “if you say so. I... really 
don’t know.” 


“But sweet,” she persisted, “ don’t you enjoy 
being a girl?” 


“Oh yes. I think so, Aunt Jane,” I answered, 
“but I’m not sure that it’s right.” 


“My dear girl,” Aunt Jane said, “if it looks right 
and it feels right and you enjoy it, then, of 
course, its right. Besides, I like you as a girl, 
Mrs Kinrose likes you as a girl and my friends 
all love you as a girl. Now it’s mid-afternoon. 
I’m going to take my afternoon nap and you 
should do likewise and while you are about 
it, have a think about what we’ve just discus- 
sed.”’ She turned to leave the room but turned 
back at the door. ‘‘And by the way, when you 
take a nap, take off your dress and put it in the 
wardrobe with the others I’ve put there. I'll 
see you in a hour or so and we'll dress you 
for dinner and afterward we might just take 
another stroll.” 


Still a little flabbergasted I stood there for a 
few minutes after she had left the room and 
then quietly walked to my room and took 
off the red velvet dress and hung it in my 
wardrobe. Sure enough, there were four other 
dresses hanging there, one a rich, pink satin, 
another a navy blue silk, a dark green velvet 
and the black silk dress I had worn previosuly. 
I took off my petticoats, stockings and shoes 
and stood in front of the mirror just in my 
pretty knickers and vest and my long dark hair, 
red lips, rouged cheeks and dark eyes. There 
was no doubt that the person in the mirror 
was a girl. My gently sloping shoulders and 


creamy smooth skin, my slim shapely, hairless 
legs, all the signs were feminine. I decided that 
I would at least have to give it a try and went, 
so resolved, to my bed and slept soundly for 
over an hour. 


When I awoke, I felt strangely content and 
happy, as though I had confirmed my decision 
in my sleep. I climbed from my bed and went 
to the dresser and brushed out my hair and 
reapplied the rouge to my lips. It was the first 
that I had done it myself and found that I 
quite enjoyed doing it. 1 put my stockings and 
garters back on and was about to put on the 
red shoes when I spied a pair of similar black 
ones in the wardrobe which | had not noticed 
before. I took them out and tried them on. 
They were a perfect fit and every bit as attrac- 
tive as the red pair. Having decided upon a 
change of shoes, I elected to wear a different 
dress as well. I put on the petticoats and then, 
unaided, managed to climb into the very lovely 
blue silk dress which was covered with masses 
of white lace trim. I closed the rear buttons 
and pulled the self-belt tightly around my 
corsetted waist. Having checked the mirror 
to see that I looked entirely feminine, I went 
down to the living room and took up my needle- 
point. Soon Aunt Jane joined me, looking 
refreshed and pretty in a soft pinky beige 
dress which I immediately wanted to wear. 


“Darling, you managed to dress yourself,” 
she cried. “How clever of you. And how sweet 
your new dress is.”’ 


“My new dress,” I questioned. 


“Yes, dear. 1 bought it for you as a surprise. 
Do you like it?” 


Oh yes, Aunt Jane, it’s lovely. But . .. . well, 
How... .?” 


“Oh I knew that you’d be staying in dresses, 
my sweet. I just knew.” 


Thank you, Aunt Jane,” I said. It’s a beauti- 
ful dress.” 


“The others are yours, too, darling. And more 
to come. We can’t have such a pretty young 


thing with nothing to wear, can we?” 


“You are very kind,” I replied demurely. 
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We ate early that evening and went for a long 
walk afterward. When we had returned and I 
had gone to my room for the night, I was 
surprised to find that all my male clothes 
had been replaced. In the drawers were petti- 
coats, knickers, vests, corsets and stockings, 
and under my pillow was a beautiful feminine 
nightgown. The next morning, Aunt Jane ex- 
plained that she had arranged with Mrs. Kinross 
that the exchange was done when we had taken 
our evening walk the day before. Thus com- 
mitted, I began to enjoy a long and detailed 
period of full feminization. To be sure, Aunt 
Jane bought me all the clothes to delight a 
young girl’s heart. She taught me the art of 
makeup until Thad it down to a fine art. I 
learned needlepoint until 1 was an expert at it, 
developed my drawing skills under her skilled 
tutorship and even learned to sing quite sweet- 
ly. I became a friend of all Aunt Jane’s friends, 
whom I am quite sure never imagined that I 
might be anything other than Jane’s “‘lovely 
young neice.’’ We went out often . .. . to the 
theater, to cafes and restaurants, for long 
walks and for carriage rides in the park. My 
fingernails grew long enough to shape and to 
paint and after a period of several months, 
my own hair was long enough not to have to 
wear the wig anymore. On a very special occa- 
sion Aunt Jane took me to her hairdresser 
to have my hair styled and set in a fashionable 
feminine manner. The shorter hair was even 
more becoming than was the long. 


At the end of three months, I had become so 
accustomed to wearing female apparel that I 
simply could not imagine ever wearing anything 
else. It was at this time that we received a 
cablegram from my mother and father, saying 
that they were on a ship, sailing for home. 
Their date of arrival was only four days hence. 
Suddenly, I was in a quandry. I had found that 
I was much happier living as a girl in the city 
with Aunt Jane than I ever had been living 
as a young man in the country . . . . mother and 
Miss Spriggs or not. Aunt Jane explained that 
the country can be quite nice for a girl as well 
and I had to remind her that I was not really 
not a girl at all and that my father and mother 
might have something to say about Il that. 
She replied that my father was a self-opiniona- 
ted fool who would really not care a hoot what 
sex I was and that mother could be won over 
quite easily since she had always wanted a 
daughter anyway. She devised a paln whereby 


we would greet mother when she came to 
pick me up with me behaving entirely as Stepha- 
nie and that Aunt Jane would introduce me 
as her houseguest and that I was simply to let 
things to develop for awhile and see what came 
of it. I was very thrilled at the idea of allowing 
my mother to meet me as a girl, so I agreed. 
We laid our trap accordingly, with Mrs Kinross 
informed of our plans. When mother finally 
did arrive at the house (my father had gone on 
as we knew he would) Mrs Kinross ushered 
her into the living room where I was sipping 
tea, dressed in a beautiful pale silk dress, with 
matching satin high heels, my hair newly done 
and my face freshly made up. Also in place were 
earrings, neckless, bracelets and rings and un- 
derneath it all my heart was throbbing in my 
bodice. I set down for the reader the exact 
conversation as it took place. 


AUNT JANE: (Rushing foreward to hug and 
kiss my mother). Sally, darling, how wonderful 
to see you. And how well you look. Did you 
have a wonderful time? Oh, you simply must 
tell us all about it. (They continued hugging 
and kissing for a moment until Aunt Jane 
finally broke loose). Oh, Sally, how rude of me. 
This is my house guest, Miss Stephanie Single- 
ton. My sister, Mrs Sally Pierce. 


MOTHER: How do you do, Miss Singleton? 
ME: (Smiling my prettiest practiced smile). 
I’m delighted to meet you, Mrs Pierce. Jane 


has told me so much about you. 


(At this point, Mrs Kinross came in with another 
cup and poured tea for mother). 


JANE: Was it a really wonderful trip, Sally? 
MOTHER: Oh yes. Excellent. Very exciting. 


ME: | gather that you have been away, Mrs 
Pierce? 


MOTHER: Yes, Miss Singleton - in America. 
My husband has business there. 


ME: How fascinating. And did you enjoy 
America? 


MOTHER: Yes, yes we did. At least some of it. 
I tend to think it is still a very primitive country 
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and I would not like to live there. But New York 
is growing very grandiose and cosmopolitan. 


JANE: I gather, then, that David has gone on 
home? 


MOTHER: Yes, he wanted to get back and 
get the house opened up. I really should follow 
soon if we are to be home before dark. 


JANE: (Dismayed) Oh, but you can’t be serious 
about going up today, Sally. I was sure you’d 
stay over and go up tomorrow. Besides, Steven 
won’t be back until the morning. He’s in the 
north country with some friends of mine. 


MOTHER: Oh, dear! Is he really? And I was so 
looking forward to seeing him. Well, I suppose 
that I could stay over. David won't miss me, 
I’m sure. (She said that a little sadly). 


JANE: Oh, excellent! Let’s tell your driver not 
to wait. He can take most of your baggage 
home and tell David. I'll tell Mrs Kinross to 
pass on your message. (She was about to rise). 


ME: (Getting up first). I’d be glad to pass on 
the message, Jane. Which bag will you be need- 
ing, Mrs Pierce? 


MOTHER: That’s very kind of you, Miss Single- 
ton. The blue embroidered bag, if you please. 


(I minced out of the room as prettilly as I 
possibly could. Aunt Jane told me later of the 
brief conversation which took place between 
them while I was away). 


MOTHER: She’s a very lovely girl, Jane. I have- 
n’t met her, have I? 


JANE: I don’t think so, Sally. Is she familiar? 


MOTHER: For some reason she seems to be. 


She’s strikingly pretty, isn’t she? 


JANE: Oh, yes, and she needlepoints and draws 
as well as sings like a dream. 
(At this point, I re-entered the room) 


ME: There. All arranged. 


MOTHER: Thanks very much, Miss Singleton. 
I was just saying to Jane how pretty you are. 


ME: (shyly) Oh, thank you, Mrs Pierce and, 
please, you must call me Stephanie. And May 
I say that you are quite lovely to look at your- 
self. 


MOTHER: (Obviously very pleased). You 
may most certainly say such things, Stephanie, 
and if you keep doing so I’m sure that we will 
be great friends. And please call me Sally. 


JANE: Sally, I’m sure that you'd like to change 
and freshen up. Stephanie, would you please 
show Sally to the spare room while I organize 
Mrs Kinross for dinner. 


ME: Certainly, Jane. (I stood again and mother 
stood also. I was about an inch or so taller 
than her in my high heels. I led off towards 
the staircase, picking up her bag as we went). 


MOTHER: (As we climbed the staircase). 
Have you been staying long Stephanie? 


ME: Oh, about a month, Sally. It’s lovely 
to be in the city for awhile. 


MOTHER: You must know my son,Steve,then? 
ME: Yes, 1do — of course. Sweet boy. 
MOTHER: (Sighing) Too true, I’m afraid. 
ME: Whatever can you mean, Sally? 


MOTHER: Oh well, nothing really. It’s just that 
I rather think poor Steven is a little too fragile 
and delicate at times. I wonder how he'll ever 
fit into a man’s world? 


ME: (A little taken back). Really? (We turned 
into the spare room and I put my mother’s 
bag on the bed. 


MOTHER: (Brightening) He’s really a lovely 
boy. Draws beautifully. (She opened the bag 
and took out a pair of claret colored knickers, 
a matching petticoat and vest and lay them 
on the bed) 


ME: Oh, what a marvelous color. Where on 
earth did you get them? 


MOTHER: In New York. Aren’t they fun? 
We should have such colors here, don’t you 
think, Stephanie? 
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ME: Most certainly I do. (Mother began to 
undo the top buttons of her dress. I decided 
it was time to leave). I'll just leave you to it. 


MOTHER: Oh, Stephanie, please stay a minute. 
I’m just going to change my underclothes 
and Ill be right down. You could help, actually. 
Undo my dress for me. (She offered her back 
to me). 


(Suddenly I was in a most embarrassing pre- 
dicament. I could hardly refuse the request 
and yet I was sure my mother would be shocked 
when she eventually found out that it was I who 
had helped her to undress. I simply hoped 
she would not go too far. I undid the buttons 
of her dress for her and she eased it off her 
shoulders and shrugged it down over her hips. 
Her vest and petticoats were of cream colored 
finely woven cotton.) 


MOTHER: Thank you; you're a dear. 


(She undid her petticoats and stepped out of 
them as I made my way to the dresser mirror 
and made a fuss of examining my makeup, 
hoping that she would not ask me to help 
further. Fortunately, Aunt Jane called me 
from below. 


ME: See you downstairs in a little while, Sally. 
(I rushed from the room. Downstairs Aunt Jane 
was waiting). 


JANE: I thought that I had better rescue you 
just in case things were getting out of hand 
up there. 


ME: Oh, they were! Mother had just decided I 
should help her undress. Your call saved me 
from a very embarrassing situation. 


JANE: (Laughing) Less embarrassing than you 
think, I'll wager. I think she'll have her new 
daughter helping her willingly before long. 


(We strolled into the living room and in a few 
minutes were joined by Mother who looked 
refreshed and pretty) 

JANE: Feel better? 


MOTHER: Oh yes, much. Thank you. 


ME: Sally has the most lovely set of 
colored underwear. I’ve never seen such a 
color before. 


JANE: Oh, really? You must show me, Sally. 


(Mother lifted her skirt and petticoats to reveal 
as fine a pair of legs as I had yet seen and the 
rich claret colored knickers and_ petticoats). 


JANE: How wonderful! Where on earth did you 
get them? 


MOTHER: (Looking very pleased with herself) 
In New York, Colored underwear is all the rage 
over there. 


JANE: I just hope such things come here. I 
love them. (She turned to me) She has wonder- 
ful taste, your mother. (In shock at her revela- 
tion, she threw her hand to her mouth and 
covered it, drawing her breath in sharply. | 
just went white in sudden anxiety). 


MOTHER: (Looing puzzled). Your mother. . .? 
Why, Jane, whatever are you talking about? I’m 
not Stephanie’s moth, . . (the word “mother” 
died on her lips as she looked closely at me 
and recognition slowly dawned), Oh, my God! . 
Stephanie. .... Sy it can’t be. Is 
that why you were so... .familiar? Oh, my 
God! 


(She let the hem of her skirt and petticoat 
drop, looking very pale. She sought a chair 
and sat gingerly on its edge as though it might 
collapse). 


JANE: Ahem. .. er, .. . . just a little joke, 
Sally. A little trick we wanted to play on you. 
No harm meant. I didn’t mean to let it slip 

. (She turned to me) I think, perhaps, 
Steven, you had better go upstairs and change 
into your own clothes. 


ME: But Aunt Jane. ... (I was about to say 
that these were my own clothes and that I 
could not remember where we had put my 
male clothes, but a look from Aunt Jane silen- 
ced me and I went to go upstairs. I had almost 
reached the door when my mother’s voice 
stopped me). 


MOTHER: No. No, Steven, don’t go. Or should 
I say, Stephanie, don’t go. Come back and sit 
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down. There’s something I have to say. 
(I came back into the room and sat on the sofa) 


MOTHER: You, too, Jane. (Aunt Jane sat 
hext to me. Mother sat in silence for a few 
moments, watching me). Jane, this was not just 
a little game - that much is clear to me. Ste- 
phanie is too will coached, too feminine, in both 
appearance and behavior for it to have been a 
little thing you both cooked up for the occasion. 
I knew that there was something familiar about 
her. In the back of my mind I knew that we 
had met before. It says something for both your 
talents that Stephanie is so much a girl that I 
was unable to recognize my own. . . .son. 
How long have you been a girl, Stephanie? 


ME: About three months. 
MOTHER: Very pretty clothes. Whose are they? 
ME: They’re mine. Aunt Jane bought. .... 


MOTHER: Yes, I thought so. How perceptive 
you are, Jane. You recognized something in 
Steven I’ve suspected for years but never actua- 
lly done anything about. 


JANE: You mean..... ? 


MOTHER: The person who has lived with me 
all these years is an absolute delight. Charming, 
semsitive, caring. Also much too delicate and 
fragile to be a real male. To be honest I’ve al- 
ways thought of him as being something in 
between. The person | met here just a couple of 
hours ago is also charming, sensitive, caring, 
delicate and fragile. . . .and very beautiful and 
very feminine and dainty. That person is not 


in between anything. She is a girl. I think that 
it is clearly better that a person be one thing 
or another, don’t you? 


ME: Oh, Mother, you mean.... ? 


MOTHER: I mean, Stephanie, that it has taken 
me only a few seconds to recognize a natural 
living girl when I see one. I think it would be 
unbelievably cruel and sadistic to expect you to 
be anything else. 


(I jumped from my chair and fell at her knees 
and threw my arms around her, weeping for 


oo 


JANE: (A few minutes later) What about David? 


MOTHER: Oh, it’ll be a shock to him, at first. 
But he’s never had any real interest in his son. 
Perhaps he will take some interest in his daugh- 
ter. He’s always had a preference for pretty 
women, anyway. 


And so it is. I stayed on with Aunt Jane for 
another week while mother prepared my father 
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for the surprsie of his life. Then I went home, 
wearing my prettiest dress, makeup, a fresh 
coiffure and a manicure. At first, father was 
shy and stand-offish, but later he mellowed 
and was very sweet. Miss Spriggs was delighted, 
saying, truthfully or tactfully, that she had 
always recognized the girl in me. As for me, 
= well, I’m now a children’s governess. 
I can’t marry and don’t care for men friends 
but I can ENJOY BEING A GIRL!! 


MF ine 
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does not pretend to be a comprehensive history of drag, merely providing a 
little information for the pictures that fONOW. ............scccsscsccscscsensreree $ 10.95 


MERCHANDISE 


M2 JELLY KIT, FOR INSERTS: Consists of two chemicals — one liquid, the 
other a powder. When the powder has been soaked in water overnight and in- 
jected into the inserts, followed by the liquid and enough water to fill them 
ee a soft, non- flowing jelly results. This may be colored to skin tones 
with liquid makeup. The ae y-filled inserts give the breasts a natural softness 
and weight. Worn in an elastic strap bra they bounce and flow as one walks 
just like a natural breast. Full instructions Ais gr also su ee for pro- 
PiCing: feleavages” scssceessesacs-stasuisecsts dete sonseceasseves Mage JELLY.KIT $ 9.00 


M8 MASTECTOMY INSERTS: For those desiring a nice bust, it is possible to 
obtain the type of inserts intended for breast replacement after a mastectomy 
operation. These have an extended part that fits under the arm where the 
yooh olands have been removed by surgery. This provides fullness in this 


M10 FRONT PAD WITH GROOVE: A “T“-shaped foam pad preshaped and 
beveled and with a groove and pocket in front to hold the male organs up 
against the stomach. Rough finished to allow for further trimming to individ- 
ually desired shape and smoothness. Use of this pad will give the ‘‘flat-front”’ 
look so much desired without binding and discomfort. There is a “tail piece” 
that fits back between the vy and fills this area when worn under a pantie 


it is not wanted it can be cut off. 
Pad, Each ... $ 8.00 


M11 SMALL FRONT PAD: Designed to cover the male organs when they are 
worn tucked between the legs. Intended to be worn under bathing suits, 
shorts, tight slacks. Gives smooth, rounded feminine control. 

Pad, Each ... $ 4.00 


and girdle or a pantie girdle. | 


All items are sold on a cash in advance basis C.0.D. and open 
account orders can not be honored. Canadian subscribers should 
make payments in U.S. funds by postal money orders or bank 
drafts not by personal checks. 

Other foreign customers should pay by checks from their bank 
drawn on a U.S. corespondent bank and in U.S. funds. Allow ex- 
tra money for postage and a credit slip for the excess will be re- 
turned with the order. Foreign postage is higher than the 15% ap- 
plicable to domestic postage. 


CHEVALIER PUBLICATIONS 
P. O. Box 194 / Tulare / California 93275 


ORDER FORM 


following items: (please print) 


Name 


Address 


City, State, Zip 


CHEVALIER PUBLICATIONS 
P.O. Box 194 / Tulare / California 93275 


Add 15% - Postage 


Calif. residents add 
6% sales tax 


Enclosed find cash, check or money-order for the 


PRICE 


IF YOUR BOYSELF WEARS GLASSES 

YOUR GIRLSELF NEEDS THEM TOO. 

GIVE HER THE CONSIDERATION A LADY DESERVES 
GET HER A PAIR OF BEAUTIFUL FEMININE GLASSES. 


We offer complete optical service 


at reasonable prices. Over 300 styles 


CALL FOR AN APPOINTMENT 


ASK FOR ELLIOTT AND SAY THAT YOU ARE A 


FRIENDOF Cerol. 


We have private fitting rooms and are understanding 
of the needs of TVs. No embarrassment or complications 


REGAL OPTICIANS 


2026 West 6th Street 
HUbbard 3-3950 
Los Angeles 


Courtesy parking 4 doors east at Union Service Station on 6th Street 


ian who takes the town by storm. Timothy had been driven into his disguise 
by (1) a feminizing grandmother who thought that he should have been a 
“French bed-doll” (2 schoolmates who made fun of him (3) the ladies of the 
town who agreed he was ‘too pretty’ to be a boy. Aided at every delectable 
turn by a cast of relentless eccentrics, our heroine endures spectacular adven- 
tures, high drama, torment, ecstacy and a technicolor happy ending. The 
town of Splendora is a most unusual town..one that goes berserk over our re- 
fined librarian who, in turn, entertains a house guest so bizarre that her 
friends decide “we got to get this one up the hill fast before somebody spots 
Ae Ginecol ee eee $ 5.95 


IDEAL MARRIAGE ... Dee Raymond: 3 volumes .............s0ses00 $ 4.50 each 
Part 1: THE WEDDING - Richard hopes that marriage will end his TV 
problems, but finds that wife likes his crossdressing. His growth as ‘Janice’ 
is described. 

Part 2: LUCY’S PARTY - Continues Janice’s activities to the point where 
the wife begins to regret her feminization of Richard. 

Part 3: WEEKEND AT STANDEN - Delightful and complex genderal 
surprises and eventual healing of wounds and a place for “Janice” in the 
marriage. 


TRANSVESTISM: A Handbook with case studies for Psychologist, Psychia- 
trists and Counselors. H. Brierly, Consultant Clinical Psychologist ..... $16.75 


This is one of the hact haste +--tt* smaerlaliy watiaia 


<. ak ee 
= &: ** 565 TENTH AVENUE, (one flight up) 


Le YLrustes * 
MARDI GRAS BOUTIQUE 


WIGS CORSETS MAKE UP 

~_ UNGERIE STOCKINGS 
‘PADDED GIRDLES CLOTHING 

STILETTO HEELS 


OVER 300 PUBLICATIONS 


ee A Full Line for the 
Transvestite & Transsexual 


el SEND $4.00 forour 
illustrated Catalog 


NEW YORK, NY. 10036 


(a 


CW 


i. F Monday Thru Saturday 
ae 12:00 to 6 P.M. Only! 


N (212) 947-7773 


THE SOCIETY FOR THE SECOND SELF 


a CL SETS 
re EEE 


When a Tv comes out of the closet she wants to go places and do things. She 
wants to be able to read about others with the same interests and possibly 
meet them. She may want to go out into the street as any other women 
does. However, there is the old story of being “‘all dressed up and no place 
to go. “Therefore, we have formed a Society called the Society For The 
Second Self. As an organization for women, although they are male-women, 
it is properly a Sorority and it tries to provide some of the same values that 
any other sorority would provide. They learn that they have sisters who are 
into the same things and with whom they can safely and interestingly dis- 
cuss all phases of the subject and with whom they can meet. 


The Society publishes a Directory of members (using code numbers). The 
Directory provides a brief description of the member as to her age, marital 
status, children, education, level of dressing, attitude of wife and hobbies 
and interests. This provides an opportunity for the members to correspond 
on a compatible basis. The Society also publishes the FEMME MIRROR, a 
bi-monthly magazine which includes stories, news of various chapters,poetry 


personal Tv experiences, articles about Tv life, letters from the members, 
cartoons, pictures and other features that make enjoyable reading. 


The Society advertizes on a national basis in an attempt to locate the thou- 
sands of heterosexual Tvs who are usually looking for such an organization 
as ours. Additionally, the Society recognizes the problem of Tvs in purchas- 
ing female clothing of the correct size. Purchasing a wig of the correct style 
is also a problem. Up to now most Tvs have had to rely on catalogs. Recog- 
nizing that it would be much better if the Tv could go into a store and be 
waited on by a sympathetic saleslady, the Society is accumulating a Direct- 
ory of stores and shops where it’s members can enter and be waited on with 
understanding. The Society also recognizes that many Tvs are interested in 
locating understanding females who will go out with them on shopping trips 
and dinner dates and who would also be able to assist our members with 
their makeup and the correct selection of clothing. The Society is experi- 
menting with this program and expects large dividends in the future. 


The organization is limited to heterosexual male and wives. Most members 
are married and have children. They have reputations to protect and the So- 
ciety is concerned with being an organization that such people will feel safe 
and comfortable in belonging to. Interested persons should send 50 cents in 
stamps for a package of information about the Sorority. Letters should be 
addressed to Caro! Beecroft, Box 194, Tulare, California 93275. 
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